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Chapter 1 


T here is no secret like a bad secret. 

When Amanda Price opened her eyes and saw Kevin lying next to her in bed she 
was not shocked at all, she just did not want to think about what she feared she might have done. 
She rolled over and pulled the pillow over her head squeezing it as hard as she could, hoping 
that this would wipe away whatever had happened the night before. 

“Amanda? Are you awake?’ 

“Where are we?’ 

‘In my house,’ Kevin replied. 

“Where is Lydia?’ 

‘Oh, your friend is in the next room.’ His voice sounded cracked. 

Amanda pulled her head from under the pillow, ‘I want to go back to sleep,’ she groaned. 

‘Ugh, I know how you feel. We really had quite a bit to drink last night.’ 

‘Err... did we do...?’ 

‘Did we do what?’ Kevin asked. 

“You know... did we do it?’ 

Kevin frowned, lines creasing his forehead and after a short pause he replied, ‘Don’t you 
remember?’ 

Amanda shook her head. ‘I know I drank a lot. I feel terrible.’ 

“Are you going to shower first, or shall I,’ Kevin asked. 

“You go and then we’ll talk about last night,’ said Amanda. ‘No, on second thoughts, Ill go 
first.” She stumbled towards the bathroom. 

Amanda tried to recall how she had spent last night. She remembered Kevin, a guy she had 
met at a party she and her friend Lydia had been invited to, but couldn’t remember the 
specifics. 

Whilst in the shower, bits and pieces started to come back to her. As she stood under the 
warm spray she remembered Kevin had pushed her back against the tiles and was kissing her 
whilst the water hit her head and dripped down over her breasts and lower body. She 
remembered he did things to her that her husband, Chad, never did and she felt out of this 
world. 


38 2K ok 
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Amanda was a blonde who had just turned twenty five. She was stunning, sexy and a 
brilliant dance teacher from Essex, married to Chad Donaldson, a car mechanic. They had met 
when she’d brought her car in to his garage for servicing. Although he was fifteen years older 
than her she was not bothered. As far as she was concerned age was just a number, at least, 
that’s what she had told herself. They dated for a year before they got married in a small church 
where they lived. She loved him and could not wait to have his child. Seven years down the 
road and she was still trying for her first child and it had begun to feel like it was not going to 
happen. 

To make matters worse, a few months ago Chad’s business took a hit downwards and life 
became a struggle. She had been telling herself that business would pick up and then they’d 
buy themselves a real house in a real neighbourhood, and the only time she’d pack a suitcase 
would be to go on vacations. She loved being married and she had always taken her marriage 
vows seriously. 

Unfortunately the way she had imagined her life would be as a married woman, was far 
from what she was experiencing and that had been making her restless. After some soul 
searching she had started to feel let down by Chad whom she thought was amazing. Until that 
point in their union, his were the only arms that had ever held her and his had been the only 
lips that had ever touched hers. 

For several nights she had wondered if she should continue staying married to Chad or if 
she should walk away. After spending nights feeling sorry for herself, crying and agonizing 
over the state of her life, her best friend, noticing how unhappy she was, had suggested a 
girls’ trip and had convinced her that a weekend away in London would be good for her soul 
and Amanda had agreed. 

The next day when they had arrived at a four-star hotel in central London and after 
freshening themselves they had gone out to check out the clubs. They had met a couple of guys 
who had invited them to a private party... much to Amanda’s disapproval, her friend Lydia 
was quick to accept. 

‘I don’t think we should have accepted their invitation...” Amanda had complained. 

‘Why not? It will be fun,’ Lydia had reassured her. 

‘This is not what I had in mind and we don’t know anything about them.’ 

‘Stop it... we'll be fine, you’ll see. Just relax, okay.’ 
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When they’d arrived at the party, she’d noticed there weren’t a lot of people there but the 
atmosphere was inviting. It was there that Amanda had noticed Kevin Sawyer, a handsome, 
witty man with a passion for dancing, eyeing her up. She had taken an instant liking for him. She 
was an interesting person to be with and Kevin was quick to realise it, only minutes after they had 
started to talk to each other. Soon they were smoking, drinking and laughing together like as if 
they had always known each other for a long time. The drinks kept coming her way and 
exactly how much she had drank that night, escaped her memory. She definitely recalled filling 
her glass from a bottle of wine, and then as she’d started to dance with Kevin she had a few 
more glasses in-between dances. 

For some unknown reason, Amanda had told Kevin a little lie about her husband being 
away on business and that he wouldn’t be home for a long time which suited Kevin fine. As far 
as he was concerned Amanda was out for a good time just like he was, although consciously 
Amanda was in two minds about it. Kevin, being a great womaniser, had whispered something 
into her ear and off they had gone into another room, carrying with them a bottle of red wine 
and two glasses. 

The room had an ensuite and was tastefully decorated. The shower/bathroom was huge and 
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opulent, practically the size of her living room at home which had made her very envious. 
Green was the main colour, but every possible shade of that colour was represented on the tiles 
on the floor. Not to mention the six showerheads and the most spectacularly of all the gigantic 
Jacuzzi tube tucked beneath a bay window. There were also lovely bottles and jars of soaps, 
lotions, shampoos and bubble bath. 
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While Amanda was still in the shower recalling events of the previous night, Kevin opened 
the shower door, dropped the towel which was around his waist and joined her. He’d decided 
to repeat what he did to Amanda the night before. He pushed her back against the tile, and 
started to kiss her passionately and she responded with equal vigour. They massaged and 
fondled each other. Grabbing on to a shelf for balance she hooked her left leg over his shoulder 
and he entered her. When it was over, the release she felt, if she still did not quite remember 
how it was the night before, then this time it was sure she would never forget. 

After they had satisfied themselves, Amanda came out of the shower; put on a robe she’d 
found hanging on the rail and blow dried her hair before dressing herself up. 

After she was done, she left with her friend Lydia to go to their hotel. 
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Once Amanda and Lydia had arrived back at their hotel room, they got themselves a cup of 
coffee and went to sit on the balcony. Amanda could not stop thinking about what she had 
done. Was it cheating? She tried to tell herself it was not because she had already made up her 
mind she was going to divorce Chad. 

‘Hey,’ Lydia said abruptly, setting her cup of coffee on a small table on the balcony. ‘What 
are you thinking? Last night was great, wasn’t it?’ she asked. 

Amanda wasn’t sure how much Lydia knew of what had happened between Kevin and her. 
It was alright for Lydia... she wasn’t married. She was used to going out at least once a week 
and staying out late. 

‘Um, it was okay,’ Amanda replied. 

‘Just okay!’ Lydia frowned. ‘Where did you and Kevin slip off to?’ 

‘To another room,’ she mumbled. 

‘Was the party that boring?’ 

‘No.’ 

‘Are you going to see him again?’ 

‘Who?’ 

‘Who else? Kevin of course,’ Lydia clarified. 

Amanda blushed hotly. ‘I don’t know.’ 

‘Seeing you two together last night, I would say you were made for each other,’ Lydia 
commented with a teasing grin. 

‘I don’t know what you are talking about. I am still a married woman, you know.’ 

‘That didn’t seem to bother you last night.’ 

‘What?’ Amanda frowned. 

‘Sorry. I withdraw the remark.’ After a pause, Lydia said, ‘Listen Amanda, if you did 
something naughty it is fine with me, I won’t tell anyone.’ 

‘That’s reassuring to know.’ Amanda breathed a sigh of relief. 

‘Honey, you have been living a sheltered and miserable life for too long.’ 

Amanda shook her head. ‘It’s not true. Chad has been good to me. It’s just unlucky that his 
business has gone downhill. That’s all.’ 
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‘If that’s the case, why did you tell me you’re thinking of divorcing him?’ 

‘I know I told you that—but what if his business picks up again. What if when I get home 
he tells me everything is back to normal? I couldn’t go back to him knowing that I’ve cheated 
on him.’ 

‘Of course, you can. There is nothing that you might have done that a good shower would 
not fix. Just don’t tell him anything about last night.’ 

‘That’s easy for you to say. Besides, I would not be able to live a lie with Chad. If he 
should come to learn about it, it would destroy him. We had both promised to be faithful to 
each other, to love each other for better or for worse. When the going got tough I think I was 
too quick to want to jump ship.’ 

‘Then go home, give it a bit more time and see if the situation improves. But for God sake 
keep quiet about last night,’ Lydia advised. 

There was a long silence. Amanda thought about what Lydia had said and she was ready to 
take her advice. 

Lydia got up and gave Amanda a hug. ‘Don’t beat yourself up. What’s happened 
happened... Look, let’s just get changed and go out and have a great day of sightseeing like we 
planned yesterday. Forget about Kevin, well, for now at least.’ She pulled out a guidebook and 
figured out what museums they could go to. 

They both went into their respective bedrooms and changed into something more 
appropriate. Once they were ready, they left the hotel for a day out. 

London is a real treat for museum lovers and museums are a popular destination among 
London's many attractions. There were hundreds to choose from, including the British Museum, the 
Science Museum and the Natural History Museum. Many are free, so it doesn’t cost you a penny to 
see all that they have to offer. Amanda and Lydia feasted their eyes on an incredible range of 
amazing objects such as the finest collections of Ancient Egyptian artefacts in the world; a 26- 
metre-long dinosaur; theatre costumes — both new and antique; old London buses; and even a 
human torpedo. They also saw the Rosetta stone, the Parthenon sculptures and the mummies in the 
Ancient Egypt collection. 

After a tiresome day, on their return, they gathered their belongings, took the train and they 
were on their way home. Whilst sitting in the train Amanda could not get Kevin out of her 
mind. 
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Amanda before she was married was financially independent and her job provided her 

enough to take care of all her needs. Once she was married, Chad had stopped Amanda from 
working. He felt he was able to provide for both of them. However, when his income started to 
decline and Amanda took the initiative to go back to teaching, Chad was not happy about it. 
However, he had to grin and bear it, realising that her income would help to reduce the 
outstanding bills. 
For Amanda, it was not just about the money. She needed to do something to contribute to 
society, to her community, to do something other than looking after the house and Chad which 
she had been doing for the past seven years and loved every minute of it. But, now she needed 
to find herself again and do something for herself. 

On Monday morning after her short escapade in London, Amanda went to work as usual 
and kept herself very busy as a way of keeping her mind occupied. She found it quite strange 
how her encounter with Kevin had affected her feelings so dramatically. The hardest thing for 
her was to keep a tight lid on it, so as not to give Chad any cause for suspicion. 

As money was scarce, she started to keep a tight control on her spending, but kept telling 
herself that as soon as Chad’s business picked up, everything would be fine again like it was at 


14 


the beginning. She would then be able to have the baby she so wanted, stay home and raise her 
child, just like she had always dreamed. She would be able to upgrade to a bigger house in the 
upscale suburbs that had sprung up around the outskirts of Essex town. Kevin was just a blip, a 
reckless moment of distraction, she kept reminding herself. 
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Amanda discovered that her new dance programme was oversubscribed. The most she 
could cope with in a class was twenty students. Her manager told her to run two sessions 
instead of just one. That meant more work and more money which suited her fine. 

When the second group of students arrived, they were lined up in two rows of ten. Amanda 
was shocked to see Kevin standing in the second row. She stared at him and he stared back, 
with a timid grin on his face. Exercising great control on her emotions she began the session. 

That was it. Having tried so hard to keep Kevin out of her mind, and out of her life to be 
precise, now, he was closer to her than ever before. After class he stopped behind and they 
went for coffee and shared personal information. Each week they would see each other and 
spend more and more time together. Often during the week they would text each 
other—writing silly jokes, sharing pictures of each other, or just flirty messages. Slowly the 
inevitable happened. Unintentionally, they had become secret lovers. 2 


Chapter 2 


Three months later... 


found it an enjoyable way to go around his neighborhood, get fresh air, and maintain his 

body in an excellent condition. One Saturday morning, when he was jogging in the park, he 
found a wallet on the ground. He bent down and picked it up. His curiosity compelled him to look 
inside. 

‘This is my lucky day,’ he shouted as he feasted his eyes on a pile of notes. 

After he had quickly counted the money he put them back in the compartment they came from. 
He had not felt so many notes for a while. As his business was not doing well, outstanding bills 
were mounting. Finding that money came quite handy for him but what if the person who’d lost it 
came back for it? He wondered. 

He looked round and saw a number of people walking around and he speculated if the wallet 
could belong to anyone of them. Maybe I should take it to the police station, he thought. That would 
be the proper thing to do. They might offer me a reward, or better still tell me to keep it—finders 
keepers sort of thing! He continued to wrestle with his conscience. He looked around again to see if 
anyone was coming to the bench where he was standing. He took a second look at the wallet and 
before putting it in his pocket he considered opening it again and having a second peep at the 
notes, but changed his mind. 

Chad always left his car in an area outside the gate of the park. This way after having done his 
jogging he would drive home. On that Saturday he stopped his jogging early and made his way to 
his car. Once he was seated behind the steering wheel, he pulled the wallet out of his pocket and 
opened it again. He noticed it had another compartment which was protected by a zip. More money 
perhaps, he thought. As he unzipped it, he found a white piece of paper, the size of an A4 sheet, it 
was folded into quarters. He tried to pull out the paper but it would not come out as it appeared to 
be stuck. He held the paper with his forefinger and thumb, and gave it a stronger pull. He succeeded 
in getting it out but as he did so, he noticed something fall out on his lap. It was a photograph of a 
man and a woman cheek to cheek. He picked the photo up and Chad immediately recognised the 
woman in the picture to be Amanda, his wife, whom he had trusted for years. On the back of the 
photo was Amanda’s handwriting: to Kevin with kisses. 

Chad was dumbstruck. Up until that point he thought he had a great marriage and felt proud to 
be married to the most beautiful woman he could ever have wanted and to his knowledge the 
relationship was going well, only if you ignore the financial hardship they were experiencing of 


ots of people take up jogging as a way of maintaining an active lifestyle. Chad Donaldson 
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late. 

Suddenly he felt himself filled with a mixed feeling of rage and apprehension. He gripped the 
steering wheel and started to bang his head against it. He grabbed the photograph again and stared 
at the man in the photo. He was young and handsome, everything Chad was not and he could see 
how his wife could have been attracted to him. He was aware that Amanda desperately wanted a 
baby, but with business dwindling, it was not a prudent option. Lots of married people have good 
and bad patches in their life all the time. When things are going bad that’s the time to stick and pull 
together. How could she be such a bitch and do that to me? He screamed and made a sound of 
disgust. 

How long had this been going on? He asked himself. Even if it had not been going on for long it 
was still wrong. It still comes under the category of cheating, he asserted. 

When he had found the wallet he did not particularly want the owner to come back for it. But 
now that he knew it belonged to Kevin, he wished he was standing in front of him so that he could 
rearrange his face. At least, knowing his name and what he looked like should in theory have made 
him slightly easier to locate. 
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Chad usually did his jogging from eight to nine o’clock every Saturday morning. He glanced at 
his watch. It was 8:30 in the morning. It was the day of his forty-first birthday and he was in his 
track suit and Nike shoes. He remained seated behind the steering wheel of his car in deep thought. 
Should he drive home and confront his wife or should he pretend he knew nothing until he had a 
better plan, like engaging a private detective perhaps to gather more information on the situation or 
find this Kevin and knock his block off! Chad drew in a breath and forced himself to count to ten. 
Why did I have to find this out in this way, especially on my birthday? He muttered to himself, 
silently cursing his bad luck. 

He finally decided to touch the starter button, reversed the car onto the main road, and drove 
two blocks before pulling in front of a chemist shop. 

‘Oh, no,’ a male voice shouted, adding a groan for emphasis. ‘You can’t park here, sir.” He was 
the car park attendant. 

“Why not?’ 

‘It’s reserved for the disabled.’ 

‘To hell with the disabled, in any case right now I feel like one.’ 

‘Sir, please.’ 

‘Look, I’m only going to be a few minutes,’ a belligerent mean Chad said. 

‘I must insist that you move your car to one of the other empty spaces, sir.’ 

Chad got out of his car and took a swing at the car park attendant. Although the latter ducked in 
an attempt to avoid the punch, he caught it on his chin and fell to the ground. The cashier sitting in 
front of the computer inside the chemist shop saw what had happened and called the police. Chad 
felt no remorse for what he had done. In fact, he felt good, as if he had been looking for someone to 
punch and the car park attendant happened to have picked the wrong day and person to exercise his 
authority. 

Moments later, when the police arrived, the car attendant decided not to press charges and the 
matter was dropped. Chad, after receiving a verbal warning from the police, picked up his 
prescription and made his way home. « 


Chapter 3 


Wednesdays. Had it been either of those two days, she would have taken it off because 


| s it was a Saturday, Amanda did not go to work. Her working days were Mondays and 
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she remembered it was Chad’s birthday and she wanted to throw a little party for him. 
Whilst her husband was out jogging, she had gone to town, running around with a “to do” list 
in her hand. First she picked up Chad’s suit from the cleaners. She really wanted to buy him a 
new one but her pay packet didn’t stretch that far. Next she picked up a birthday present from 
the Jewellers before going to the bakery to collect the cake. Finally, she went to the 
supermarket to pick up some alcohol and various food items. After almost four hours of 
shopping around, she was exhausted and wanted to hurry home to get everything ready before 
the guests arrived. As she was driving back home, she stopped at a set of traffic lights, pulled 
out her phone and quickly scanned through the notes she had made. There were no more 
errands written down, but she still had a feeling she had forgotten to do something. She ideally 
wanted a smart phone that would keep her organized, but that was out of the question. 

As she reached the next set of traffic lights, her phone bleeped. That must be Chad, she 
thought, because he would have been back from his jogging and would be wondering why she 
was so late coming home. As she was about to answer the call, the light turned green and the 
driver behind her got impatient and pressed his horn. 

‘Hold your horses, I am moving,’ she complained to herself. 

Her phone was still ringing. She pulled onto the side of the road and stopped the car. Just 
as she was about to answer the call, the ringing stopped. She checked the missed call list, and 
discovered it was Kevin. She suddenly remembered they had arranged to meet at Garcon café 
for coffee. She glanced at the clock on her dashboard and saw it was already 2 o’clock. Their 
rendez-vous was for 1.30 p.m. She rang him back but he did not answer. She debated if she 
should turn the car round and make her way to the café or continue on her way home. 
Suddenly, there was a knock on the driver’s window. It was a traffic control officer. 

‘If you do not move this car out of here straight away...’ 

‘I am going officer,’ and Amanda put her indicator on and moved into a slow line of traffic. 
Eager to get home she turned into New Grove Street, which provided an alternative way home. 
Her stomach was growling. She was expecting around twenty people—her parents, Chad’s 
parents, her brother and his family, Chad’s younger brother, some of her friends, and a few of 
Chad’s friends. This party had a budget and she made sure she was keeping to it. 

Whilst she was thinking if she had got everything she needed, her thoughts were 
interrupted by the ping coming from her phone. Thinking that it might be something important 
she stopped the car by the side of the road and pulled out her phone from her handbag. It was 
Chad asking where she was. 

‘I am five minutes away, Chad,’ Amanda texted her husband back. 
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As soon as she’d arrived home, Chad said, ‘where have you been?’ 

‘Shopping,’ Amanda replied. 

‘I have been waiting for you as we need to talk.’ He sounded serious. 

‘Not now, Chad, I need to get things ready before the guests arrive.’ 

‘But this is...’ 

‘Could you please help me with the shopping?’ 

Chad was not really in a party mood. What he wanted was to talk to Amanda about what he 
had discovered. Somehow, seeing his wife looking exhausted and wanting his help he decided 
to postpone his téte a téte for another time. 

“Where would you like me to put them?’ 

‘Try the fridge.’ 

‘It’s full.’ 

‘Then find a suitable place.’ 

Two hours later and they were both ready to welcome their guests. Chad had put on his 
checked-suit which Amanda had brought from the dry cleaners and Amanda had put on a 
beautiful red satin evening dress that fell straight from her shoulders to its black-bordered hem 
at her feet. On her left shoulder she wore a huge elaborate pin with an enormous baroque pearl 
at its centre surrounded by onyx and diamonds—a present she had received from Chad for her 
own birthday. She had lifted her silky blonde hair up tying it into a bun. Even Chad was 
amazed at how incredibly beautiful and radiant she looked. 

Amanda had always had a beautiful figure to look at and she knew how to show it off. Being a 
dance teacher she made a point of keeping herself fit. Before she got married, whilst waiting to go 
to the dancing academy she’d worked in a day-care, teaching in the toddler room. This was where 
she’d discovered her love for children and knew without a doubt she wanted one of her own. 
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Most of the guests had arrived and they were enjoying a drink with soft music playing in 
the background. The kitchen was located at the front of the house with a large window 
overlooking the front driveway. Chad was on the patio at the back of the house looking after 
the guests whilst Amanda and Lydia were in the kitchen, with Lydia at the sink washing some 
glasses. Suddenly a car arrived in the driveway. As the car door opened, a suave gentleman 
dressed in a white suite, hat and shoes, wearing a black shirt and a white tie, got out of the car. 
As Lydia saw him, she immediately recognised that he was no other than Kevin Sawyer. She 
turned to Amanda and told her about it. Kevin turning up to the house like that was quite 
unexpected. He was never invited to Chad’s birthday party. Amanda had to think quickly. She 
put on a brave face and went out to welcome him. As they walked to the back garden where the 
party was being held, Chad saw his wife coming towards him accompanied by a man. He 
immediately noticed he had a strong resemblance to the man he saw earlier in the photograph 
with his wife and he was quietly fuming, but kept his cool. 

‘Darling,’ Amanda said to Chad, ‘meet Kevin, he is a good friend of mine.’ 

‘Kevin, did you say?’ Chad echoed with great emphasis on the name. 

Kevin looked at Chad and said, ‘Yes, I am Kevin... Kevin Sawyer,’ he confirmed as he 
extended his right arm to Chad. The latter reluctantly presented his and they shook hands. 

‘This is quite an unexpected pleasure,’ Chad said, gritting his teeth and not meaning a word 
of what he had said. 

‘For me too, sir.’ 

‘Why do I get the feeling we have met before?’ Chad asked. 

Amanda cut in quickly. ‘He was recently promoting AXA in a TV advert.’ 

‘Ah! That must be why I recognise his face...’ then turning to Kevin, Chad said, ‘so you 
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are a bit of a celebrity then?’ 

‘Not really,’ Kevin replied, trying to be modest, but happy to be regarded as one. 

‘Which agency are you with? Perhaps you could recommend me and I could appear in a TV 
advert too,’ Chad said with a grin on his face. 

‘Oh! I am not with any agency...’ 

Amanda intervened again. ‘He is a Complaint Resolution Executive, with AXA. Being so 
good looking they chose him to appear in their advert.’ 

Chad frowned as he stared at Kevin. ‘I see. Now I know where to come if I have a 
complaint.’ 

Kevin laughed, thinking that was quite a funny line. 

‘Darling,’ Amanda said to her husband, ‘please keep him company.’ 

‘Of course, he can sit down here with me.’ 

What Chad really wanted to do was to take Kevin to the side of the house and beat the crap 
out of him, but perhaps he should save that for another time he thought. 

‘Ill get you a drink,’ Amanda said to Kevin, and she walked to the table where the drinks 
were and poured a cool beer. 

After giving the beer to Kevin, Amanda dropped back in the kitchen, her heart pounding, 
unable to believe she’d managed the situation like a pro. 

Lydia, who saw the whole thing, followed her friend into the kitchen. ‘Are you crazy 
inviting Kevin here?’ 

‘T didn’t.’ 

‘Oops! So far, it looks like your husband doesn’t suspect anything.’ 

‘Let’s hope it stays that way... Imagine what a scene there would be if he knew what was 
going on between Kevin and me.’ 
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Back in the garden, everyone was having a good time. There was plenty of food and drink 
to go round and the soft music playing in the background made the atmosphere even more 
pleasing. 

Chad turned to Kevin. ‘So Kevin, tell me how did you come to meet my wife?’ 

Kevin hesitated for a moment. ‘Err... actually... I heard she was giving dancing lessons 
and I went to register on her course.’ 

‘So you are one of her students learning to dance?’ 

"Kes. 

‘And you became friends?’ Chad slurred his words. 

Kevin began to feel a bit hot under the collar. ‘Yes,’ he said hesitantly. “Your wife is an 
excellent dance teacher...’ 

‘...and beautiful too,’ Chad added. 

Kevin swallowed thickly and kept silent. 

‘Let me ask you something, do you find my wife attractive?’ 

‘What?’ An astounded Kevin looked at him with his jaw dropped. He hesitated for a 
moment, not sure how to answer that question. ‘What do you want me to say? And then he 
slurred his answer, ‘Hmm...yeah.’ 

‘I do too, and you know what?’ 

‘What?’ 

‘If I find anyone messing with her, I know exactly what I would do to him.’ 

‘What?’ 

‘Cut his balls off.’ 

Kevin wearing a false smile, replied, “You don’t say.’ That got him thinking. 
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Amanda noticed Chad and Kevin chatting away and she was curious to know what they 
were saying to each other. So she came out of the kitchen and stepped out onto the patio. 

“You two seem to be getting on well,’ Amanda commented. 

“Your husband is a very interesting guy,’ Kevin revealed. 

‘He is...,” Amanda agreed. ‘Um, can I get you another drink Kevin?’ 

‘I’ve just had a refill, thank you.’ 

“What about you Chad?’ 

‘Tam fine. Why don’t you grab one for yourself and come, sit down with us?’ 

‘What a good idea,’ Amanda replied, which was exactly what she had hoped Chad would 
suggest. 

Lydia, who was in charge of the music, decided to increase the volume encouraging 
everyone to dance and a few took to the floor. 

Amanda was in a party mood. She knew that Chad did not dance but this did not deter her. 
‘Come on darling, dance with me?’ 

“You know I’ve got two left feet,’ Chad reminded her, but he got up anyway and made a 
few moves. Lydia deliberately changed the tempo of the music and Chad shook his head, put 
his hands in the air declaring that’s not for him and then turned to Kevin, ‘Why don’t you take 
over?’ 

Quick as a wink Kevin sprung to his feet and took to the floor. As the pair started to dance 
Kaoma’s Lambada, one by one, the other dancers pulled to the side to watch Amanda and 
Kevin showing off their version of this very fast erotic forbidden dance from Brazil. Chad 
cringed as he watched the pair of them demonstrating their skills and swinging their hips in 
close proximity of each other, in a tantalising fashion whilst the spectators clapped their hands 
willing them on. He hated seeing his wife and Kevin dancing together so provocatively but he 
figured that if he gave them enough rope, sooner or later they would hang themselves. 
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It was time to cut the cake. Amanda stuck a single birthday candle shaped like the number 
41 on it and lit it. Lydia had gathered everyone around the table to watch Chad blow out the 
candle. Amanda used every effort she could to show the happiest smile. ‘Happy birthday to 
you,’ Amanda started to sing and the rest of the guests picked up the rest of the song. 

Chad took a deep breath. He closed his eyes theatrically and with a huge puff blew out the 
candle. Immediately, Amanda leaned towards her husband and gave him a kiss. ‘What did you 
wish for?’ 

Chad looked at her. ‘If I tell you that then it won’t come true,’ he whispered. 

If only she knew Chad’s wish, it would have wiped off that fake smile she had plastered on 
her face. 2 
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Chapter 4 


flashing his charming smile and ensuring the guests were enjoying themselves. 

Amanda was itching to find a quiet moment to talk to Kevin discreetly, but she 
refrained from taking too many risks. The party continued until 10.00 p.m. and then it was 
over. The guests were slowly dwindling off. 

Kevin wanted to use the bathroom, and Amanda was quick to seize the opportunity. Lydia 
watched the pair go upstairs. She looked out on to the patio and saw Chad shaking hands with 
those leaving. 

Once Kevin was on the landing alone with Amanda, they could not resist putting their arms 
around each other and he pulled her towards him. 

“Where is Amanda,’ a woman guest asked. 

Chad looked round and could not see her. ‘Oh, she must be inside the house. I’ll go and get 
her.’ 

On hearing that, Lydia rushed upstairs to warn the pair and saw the two of them locked in a 
passionate embrace. ‘Chad is coming up,’ she told them. 

Amanda quickly moved to her bedroom, whilst Kevin went into the bathroom, deliberately 
leaving the door ajar. Standing in front of the sink he pretended to be washing his hands. 

As Lydia was making her way down the stairs she crossed paths with Chad. ‘Oh Lydia, 
have you seen Amanda?’ 

“Yes, she’s in her bedroom sorting out her mascara.’ 

Chad went straight to the bedroom and when he opened the door, he saw Amanda sitting at 
her dressing table. ‘What are you doing, the guests are leaving?’ 

‘Err... a bit of my mascara got into my eye and I am removing it.’ 

“Well, hurry up with it.’ 

As Chad was leaving the landing, he noticed Kevin in the bathroom. ‘I wondered where 
you got to,” he said to him. 

‘Just using your bathroom, I hope you don’t mind,’ Kevin replied. 

Chad shook his head, ‘of course not.’ 

What did he miss? Chad struggled to think as he made his way to the garden. 


: veryone was drinking their champagne and eating their cake. Chad was milling around 
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Finally all the guests were gone, except for Lydia and Amanda’s parents who stayed a bit 
longer to help with the cleaning up. 
And then finally, finally, Chad and Amanda were alone and they could sit down together 


and talk. 

‘So,’ Amanda said, pouring herself a glass of red wine as they sat on the sofa next to each 
other in the lounge. ‘Did you enjoy your birthday?’ 

‘Erm... another year older,’ Chad said, sounding like he felt old. 

Turning her head briskly to face Chad, ‘You’re not old?’ Amanda reassured him. 

“You have really given it your all today.’ 

‘It has been a tiresome day,’ Amanda admitted. 

‘I actually meant when you were dancing the Lambada.’ 

Amanda smile. ‘You know what I am like when I have had a bit too much to drink,’ she 
said slurring her words softly and dismissively. 

Chad shook his head reflectively. ‘Yeah... Erm... Can you sit down with me, Amanda?’ 

Amanda frowned. She had a puzzled look on her face. ‘I am sitting down with you,’ she 
replied. All her instincts were tingling as she turned her body more to face Chad. She could see 
that he had something on his mind and was struggling to get it out. She knew he almost never 
called her Amanda unless he had something very important to tell her. Js he going to share 
with me the news that his business has picked up, or, is he about to say his business has failed 
completely? Amanda hazarded a guess. 

Suddenly Amanda felt sick. What if he suspects something between Kevin and I? She asked 
herself. Could he have seen us kissing on the landing? Her mind was filling up with all kinds 
of speculations. 

Amanda wished she had been more discreet during the party and she began to reproach 
herself for dancing the Lambada with Kevin. 

Chad took a deep breath. ‘Look there is no easy way to ask this, so I am going to just ask 
it.’ After an uncomfortable pause, he said, ‘I think that we’ve both noticed that things have 
been rough between us for a while now. The thing is...’ 

Amanda interrupted. ‘Yes, what is it you want to ask me?’ 

‘Do... do you still love me?’ 

This is not what Chad really wanted to ask his wife at all. For a moment his mind had 
drifted back to the lost wallet he’d picked up earlier and Kevin turning up to the party like he 
did. Chad would have had to be a completely blind idiot not to have noticed the attraction 
between his wife and Kevin and the way they looked at each other all afternoon. 

A confused and dumbfounded Amanda replied, ‘you know I do... err... tell me, your 
business is going to pick up, isn’t it?’ Amanda asked. 

‘Well with this recession, everybody is being squeezed.’ 

There was a rushing in Amanda’s ear. She could not quite make sense of what Chad was 
trying to say. Unexpectedly, after he had left the house, Kevin had sent a text to Amanda 
asking her to run away with him. She was not quite ready to throw in the towel and she was 
looking for a reason not to. She recalled she once stood at the altar promising for better or 
worse. Do people still believe this is a genuine promise? She questioned. Life may appear 
rosier with Kevin, but who is to say if I should leave Chad for him it would not be out of the 
frying pan into the fire, she reflected. The more Amanda thought of the situation she found 
herself in, the more complicated it seemed to get. 

On the other hand Chad too was bursting to find out if his wife was really cheating behind 
his back, but he did not feel he had enough grounds to make such an accusation. Perhaps I 
should wait until I catch them in a compromising position, he told himself. This way she would 
not be able to deny anything and I would be justified in taking the action I have in mind. Yes, 
that is probably the best thing to do, he decided. 

It had been a long busy day which was meant to be a memorable and entertaining one. In 
many ways it was, and in other ways it had been food for thought for both of them. Both Chad 
and Amanda agreed it was getting late and they should take themselves to bed. Amanda went 
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up first, leaving Chad to finish off his brandy. 
As he sat on his own on the sofa, he kept reflecting on what was going on with his 
marriage, trying hard not to do or say anything that could exacerbate the situation. 2 


Chapter 5 


waist, he went to have a shower, whilst Amanda was at her dressing table. Having 

cleaned up her makeup and covered her face with moisturiser, she slowly peeled off 
her clothes, temporarily admired the contour of her body in the mirror before slipping on a 
delicate creamy silk negligée which she had bought especially for that night and which made 
her look even more stunning. 

As Chad came out of the shower he watched her walk to the bed, and felt tortured by the 
way her hip action moved her backside through her tight negligée. She positioned herself under 
the duvet, picked up a magazine and started to flick through it. Chad had seen enough to give 
him the urge, and he could not wait to devour her. 

‘Darling, have you made yourself looking so beautiful for me tonight?’ he asked as he took 
his place next to her. 

Amanda turned her face slightly towards Chad, thought for a second and then said, ‘Yes... 
Thank you.’ She immediately turned on her side giving him her back and focused her eyes on 
the page she was reading. Chad raised his right hand and started to stroke her arm and shoulder 
gently. Feeling his fingers running down her body she uncharacteristically complained. 

‘Nooo.’ Her voice sounded pleading. 

Chad leaned his head forward and placed a gentle kiss on her shoulder as if to say come on 
and then slowly pulled down one of the strap of her negligée. 

‘Oh, no.’ Amanda protested and pulled the strap up immediately pretending that she was 
not interested. With her back still towards him she voiced, ‘I prefer to read tonight... Leave me 
alone Chad.’ Her tone of voice sounded more pleading mixed with a slight touch of irritation 
to disguise her true motive. 

‘Don’t you feel like it tonight?’ 

‘No. I beg you... not tonight,’ she asserted herself sounding quite earnest. 

‘Oh, come on,’ Chad said softly in a begging tone. 

‘No, I told you no... Go away... Have patience... Tomorrow night... maybe.’ She really 
made herself look and sound cross. 

Chad seeing that he was not succeeding in enticing her with his gentle ways, was not 
prepared to take no for an answer, ‘Tomorrow is too long..., raising his voice slightly he 
ordered, ‘now turn round.’ Immediately he put his right hand on the side of her left cheek, 
cupping her lower jaw and pulled her briskly towards him. 

She stared angrily at him, slightly astonished as he had never behaved that way before. 


| oments later, Chad was upstairs in his bedroom. With a towel wrapped around his 
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Chad placed his mouth onto hers and gave her a hard kiss. She struggled and pulled her 
mouth away, shouting, ‘nooooo.’ 

Chad remained undeterred and kissed her again, this time pressing his lips even harder onto 
hers. 

“What’s the matter with you tonight?’ Amanda asked putting a nervous grin on her face. 
‘Stop acting like a brute.’ 

Chad continued to take no notice of her objection. He wanted her and he was going to have 
her. He grabbed the back of her head and pushed it forcibly towards his lap until her mouth 
was resting on his cock. Amanda struggled, and her attempt to make a protest noise was 
quickly squashed with Chad’s hard cock stuffed in her mouth gagging her. 

Amanda seeing that Chad was not going to let her be was excited even more, and she 
finally decided to succumb to his desires. Like it or not, with her mouth closed around his cock 
she began to pleasure him as he lay there staring at the ceiling of the bedroom, grunting with 
joy. He could feel the heat of her breath and her tongue dancing around. Each time he felt the 
motion of her lips and tongue, he moaned and told her to continue. Moments later, Chad 
wanted to change sexual position. He grabbed her hair and pulled her head up and took his lips 
to hers. Her lips were soft and her tongue had slipped into his mouth. He felt like he was 
floating. Her mouth still had the slight taste of red wine she had drunk earlier on. It wasn’t 
unpleasant. 

It was time to take her to the next level, he’d decided. So he pushed her onto her back, 
parted her legs and proceeded to eat her pussy. He was like an angry starving lion devouring its 
prey. As she felt the unbelievable excitement she could not hold back anymore and let out a 
groan and began to fondle her own breasts. She’d always liked her pussy being licked, but only 
had it done twice by Kevin. Now that it was being done to her again, she liked it and liked it so 
much that she slid both hands down to her crotch and parted her pussy with her fingers. Sex 
with Chad had never been so rough and varied and she was experiencing a new side of him. 
Although she could not understand what had got into Chad, she did not care as she was 
enjoying every minute of what he was doing to her and did not want it to end. But she was not 
going to let him have it all his way. She was determined to show him her own brand of 
naughtiness. She decided to take over. She turned him on his back, wrapped her mouth tightly 
around his cock again to pleasure him, and then she climbed on top of him and proceeded to 
ride his cock vigorously. Even Chad was surprised at what was going on. For seven years sex 
between them had been gentle and loving and he thought he was the next Rudolph... 

Chad could not have enough of her. He took back control. He pushed her off him but this 
time he turned her onto her belly, kissing her back randomly and then he entered her from 
behind. He had never treated her so roughly and taken her in so many different positions 
before. Behaving like an animal that had just escaped from the zoo was Amanda’s idea of good 
bedroom sex and it took Chad seven years to discover it. Amanda turned her head to have a 
peep at Chad’s face and saw it from the corner of her eye and grinned. Rough as it was, she 
was enjoying the treatment she was receiving and knew that Chad also was too. She simply 
rested there and allowed him to slide his cock in and out, whilst she made occasional growling 
noises. 

Chad continued to dominate the situation. In reality he was sexually assaulting her but with 
her consent. To finish off, he turned her to the side, giving him a full view of her perfect arse 
and then he slid down far enough so that he could admire the lips of her pussy between her 
legs from behind. Then he pressed his front against her. She felt the head of his cock pressing 
against her wet, hot pussy lips. She pushed her round ass towards him to get it inside her. As 
he began to ram into her as hard as he could, to give herself maximum pleasure, she lifted her 
right leg in the air and held it there with her right arm. He continued pounding her until he’d 
finally come inside her. 
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When it was all over, Amanda looked at her husband with a cheeky smile on her face. ‘That 
was fantastic,’ she said, as she rested there next to him for a few seconds. She was truly 
impressed with his performance. She planted a gentle kiss on his lips as a way of thanking him. 
As she slipped out of the bed, she looked at Chad again, shook her head in disbelief and 
walked towards the shower cubicle with a grin on her face. For seven long years she thought 
she was married to a lamb when in fact she had the very best stallion in her own bedroom. All 
she needed to do was to create the ambiance to release the beast inside him and discover him. 

Chad sat up in bed and pulled the duvet over his body covering himself up to his waist. He 
looked exhausted but quite satisfied with his marathon performance or should one say his 
bestial performance! He took a special delight watching his equally satisfied wife walk away. 
Although this was the first time he had treated his wife in such a brutal manner it was certainly 
never going to be the last. He could not help recalling the words of a sex therapist who once 
told him: Some women adore being treated roughly in bed. 
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Whilst Amanda was in the shower, her mind went straight to Kevin, remembering how he 
devoured her in his shower and thought then that she had been short-changed by her husband. 
She remembered the text message she had received from Kevin in which he had proposed that 
they should run away together. She thought hard about it. Although she was not ready to close 
that option, she was not going to rush into it either. She was on a road to discovery, and that 
was what she was determined to do. # 
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Chapter 6 


at the morning paper. He was just flicking through the pages not really paying much 
attention to what were printed on them. His mind was on the night before. Knowing 

that his wife came from a nice catholic family, it never occurred to him that first and foremost 
she was a woman with normal sexual desires like anyone else and who was not in the least 
inhibited. He, all the time, had the key to unlock her darkest fantasy and had never used it. 

After her usual shower, Amanda entered the lounge. She had put on the sexiest dress she 
had in her wardrobe. It was not really expensive, just a black chiffon dress which she had 
picked up some while ago in the open market. It had a long split on the side which made all the 
difference as to how it looked on her exquisite body. With her hair blow-dried, a bit of makeup 
tastefully applied, she looked terrific. Not to mention the black lipstick on her lips matching 
her dress. 

‘Good morning,’ she said to her husband. ‘You are up early!’ 

Chad lifted his head to look at Amanda and saw how smartly dressed she was. 

‘Oh, good morning, are you going somewhere?’ 

‘I thought we could drive to Folkestone, it’s nice down there at this time of the year and the 
weather is good.’ 

‘I thought you didn’t like it there.’ 

Amanda was born there and spent most of her childhood there before her parents packed up 
and moved to Essex. 

‘I heard it looks different now and it would be nice to see it again after seven years.’ 

‘Okay. I'll get ready.’ 

As Chad put down the newspaper to get up, Amanda went to sit next to him. “You were 
really great last night.’ 

‘Oh, thank you. Come to think of it, I thought you didn’t do too bad yourself,’ Chad said 
with a grin. 

Amanda grabbed the cushion and playfully threw it at him, shouting, ‘you cheeky sod.’ 

‘T am joking... I think you were terrific.’ 

‘I’m going to show you how terrific I can be.’ 

“What now?’ 

‘Yes right now,’ she said and got up on her feet. ‘You just sit yourself there, and don’t 
move,’ she ordered. 

Amanda was determined to show her husband that she was not just a pretty face with a 


i he next morning was a beautiful sunny Sunday. Chad was sitting in the lounge looking 
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beautiful body. She had the goods and she was going to use them the best way she knew how. 

As she stood in front of him she let her hands fall to her side and then gently lifted her 
dress tantalisingly, first from the side then from the front just enough for him to feast his eyes 
on her shapely legs. Then moving herself closer to Chad she placed her legs on either side of 
his bent knee whilst she continued to raise her dress until he could see just the tip of her 
panties. With her fingers of her left hand she began to stroke her pussy, and then she changed 
and did the same with the fingers of her right hand. Chad looked and licked his lips. 
Continuing to excite her husband she placed her fingers in his mouth for him to lick and then 
removed them almost immediately. She could see him swallow and could read in his eyes how 
much he was beginning to want her. She grabbed his left hand and placed it on her right thigh 
encouraging him to continue to lift up her dress further until he could see the entire portion of 
her panties. He could not resist bringing his mouth towards her crotch and gave it a gentle kiss 
causing Amanda to give out a small sigh of desire. As he parted the side of her panties and 
licked her, she softly murmured of yes, yes. As she enjoyed the treatment, she said to her 
husband, oh my love, unable to believe how good he was making her feel. Wanting more, she 
brought herself even closer to him until her belly button was touching his mouth and slowly 
she removed her dress pulling it up and over her head, exposing her entire form, covered only 
by her black panties and bra. Chad keeping his hands busy caressed her sides, told her how 
beautiful she looked and undid her bra which she quickly took off and discarded. Wasting no 
time she rubbed her breasts against his mouth and inserted her left nipple into his opened 
mouth and he began to suck on it which gave her intense pleasure. 

Amanda had discovered her body and found out what made her feel good and much to her 
delight Chad was capitalising on that. She had also discovered what turned Chad into a restless 
bull and used that knowledge wisely to excite him to the point of no return. What was once a 
routine exercise that occasionally took place in the dark between a man and a woman had 
become an activity which had brought them emotionally closer in a way that they could never 
have imagined! But would this newly found affection and sexual exploration between them 
bring them closer together or would it be the destruction of them? 
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After they had finished their passionate love making, Amanda had gone into the shower. A 
little while later, Chad had taken the car out of the garage and he was at the steering wheel 
when he shouted, ‘Amanda, hurry up! I want to get to the market before all the good things are 
sold out.’ 

Amanda hearing Chad’s voice shouting her name, came to the opened window, and caught 
the ending of what he was saying. ‘Okay, love,’ she said nodding her head, ‘I’m just getting 
changed... wait for me.’ 

‘Okay, don’t be too long.’ He looked like a happy man with a huge smile on his face. 

Twenty minutes later, Amanda appeared with her handbag in her hand. Chad pushed open 
the passenger door of his open-top Mercedes-Benz SL and Amanda got in, smiling at him and 
he smiled back. She threw her handbag on the back seat, closed her door and put on her seat- 
belt. 

Chad pushed his foot down on the accelerator pedal, and they were on their way to 
Folkestone. 2 
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and Amanda had slipped on their sunglasses and they looked happy together. 
‘I hope you will like the new look of Folkestone town.’ 

‘I hope so. You sound like you have seen it already.’ 

‘No, just like you I haven’t been there for a long time.’ 

‘If we should like the town, would you like us to buy a house here?’ 

‘What about your business?’ 

“Well, I could commute or even change the location of the garage.’ 

‘What about your customers and your employees?’ 

‘What customers, they seemed to have vanished in to thin air and as for Paul, the mechanic; 
I know he wouldn’t mind because it would be less travel for him... Lucy, the clerk, could find 
it difficult, but with a promise to increase her wage when business takes off, I could sway her. 
If that fails you could always take over her job.’ 

“What about my own teaching job?’ 

“You don’t really want to continue with that do you?’ 

‘Of course I do. We’re lucky I had it to fall back on, otherwise we would really be in deep 
trouble with your business failing and all.’ 

“What makes you think if I start my business in Folkestone it would fail?’ 

“What makes you think it would not?’ Amanda rebutted. 

‘Okay, you’ve made your point,’ Chad said. 

There was a long silence. 

‘Sorry for lashing out at you like that,’ Amanda apologised, ‘but you know...’ 

“Yes, don’t say it. Money has got between us, hasn’t it?’ 

Only money, Amanda thought. I wonder how he would react if he found out about Kevin 
and me. 


| Y here was not too much traffic on the road and the sun was getting hotter. Both Chad 
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Suddenly what had started as pleasant chit chat about a hypothetical idea had turned into a 
row. The smiles on their faces had disappeared. The nice feelings that Amanda felt towards 
Chad yesterday night and this morning had begun to wane. She quietly soliloquized: Oh, yes 
the new Chad in the bedroom is great, no denying that. Good satisfying sex is an important 
part of a marriage, every married woman knows that, but so is money. Unlike most lovers who 
think they can live on sex and fresh water alone, I can’t and I won’t. If a man cannot provide 
for his family, he’s not a man worth having at all, however good he may be in bed. Besides if 
good sex is all that I wanted, then I have Kevin... Oops... she put her hand to her mouth and 
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could not believe she had said that, albeit to herself. 

Chad, noticing that Amanda was not saying anything, asked, ‘Are you alright, darling?’ 

She came out of her solitude and said, ‘Of course, I am.’ 

“You seem to have gone quiet.’ 

‘Sorry about that... Oh here is a space,’ she pointed with her forefinger. ‘Why don’t you 
park here?’ 

“Yes this is as good as any.’ 

It was in fact not the best place to park an open top: In front of a small shop with all sorts 
of people hanging around on the pavement. They got out of the car. Chad pushed a button on 
his remote key and heard the car doors lock into position. 

‘Come on let’s go, the look of this town has really changed.’ 

‘Yes, it certainly looks cleaner... ’ 

‘And more crowded, if I may say so,’ Chad completed Amanda’s sentence. 

‘Let’s take this street, shall we?’ 

Amanda looked at Chad, wearing a beautiful smile and said, ‘Okay.’ 

What Chad did not do was close the roof of his car. He had always adopted the view that it 
is cool to leave the top down unless the weather was bad. That’s why it’s an open-top he had 
often argued. 
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Walking side by side holding hands like two young lovers, they sauntered slowly down 
Peterborough Street which was lined with a series of shops, all ready to relieve you of your 
hard earnt cash. As they were passing through, they moved their hands around each other’s 
waist. 

Sitting on the pavement, just outside the door of some shops were men and women, young 
and old, who were mostly sales people but there were also loafers watching the passersby! 
They could not keep their eyes off Amanda, who was dressed in a white see-through cotton 
dress with the line of her panties clearly visible as the sunlight hit on her back. Her sexy walk 
made it even more enticing to stare at. But some of the women were embarrassed looking at 
her dressed so provocatively and could not help displaying a timid smile. 

As Chad and Amanda continued to go through the barrage of shops they ended in an area 
where there were hawkers standing behind their stalls, eager to attract the customers. Chad and 
Amanda were looking in various directions to see if they could spot anything that might take 
their fancy. They had been walking for almost fifteen minutes when they arrived at a fruit stall. 
They stopped and Amanda wanted to buy some seedless grapes. She picked a bunch she liked 
and gave it to the seller who placed it in a plastic bag, weighed it and gave it back to her. 
When she reached for her handbag to pay the man, she discovered she did not have it on her. 

‘Oh, shit, my handbag!’ she exclaimed, cupping the side of her head with her right-hand. 

“Y our handbag,’ Chad echoed. ‘Don’t tell me a thieving bastard took it off you?’ 

‘No, no,’ Amanda repeated, shaking her head. 

‘Where is it then?’ 

‘T think I left it in the car.’ 

‘Fuck! You're telling me you left it on the backseat of the car?’ 

“Yes, didn’t you see me putting it there?’ 

‘Yes, but... fucking hell!’ Chad shouted, raising his voice towards her and making opened 
hand gestures. ‘We’re never going to find it,’ he said as he started to walk away, with Amanda 
following right behind him. 

‘I’m very sorry; I didn’t do it deliberately did I? I must have...’ 

She couldn’t understand why Chad was so mad about it, especially knowing that she did 
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not have a lot of money in it. Unknown to her, when Chad had got up this morning and saw his 
wife still fast asleep, he had removed all the money he’d found in the lost wallet and put it into 
her handbag, with the intention of taking her shopping when she got up. 

They hurried back to where the car was parked. Along the way, unconcerned that he was 
being overheard by people around, Chad continued to be harsh with Amanda. 

‘Tell me Amanda, what on earth possessed you to be so stupid?’ 

‘I was so excited about going round the market...’ 

“You know what it is like around here... have you already forgotten...’ 

‘I am sorry. How many times have I got to say it?’ 

As it so happened, the handbag was still on the backseat of the car and they were only a 
few yards away from it when a yob on a bicycle stopped by the side of the car. In the space of 
a few seconds he leaned over, grabbed the handbag and took off right in front of their very 
eyes. 

‘Hey, hey,’ Chad shouted as he started to run after the thief. “Stop, Stop! Come back here.’ 

The thief was a long distance away from him and he kept going. People milling around 
stopped and happily watched the spectacle. 

Amanda too started to shout stop! but, she could see it was hopeless and gave up. She went 
and stood by the car, looking desolate and could not resist the urge to hit the bonnet hard with 
her fist. ‘Oh! Damn it! She spouted. ‘How could I’ve been soooo stupid?’ 

Chad gave up shouting at the thief who was long gone and came to join Amanda and he 
also banged his right fist on the bonnet, shouting: ‘Fuck!’ 

He shook his head in disbelief saying, ‘son of a bitch,’ and then looking fiercely at 
Amanda, he yelled, ‘have you got shit for brains?’ 

Amanda with her hand on his shoulder, begged, ‘Please calm down... There was nothing 
much in it.’ 

‘Nothing much?’ he yelled at her. Oh boy, if only you knew...’ 

“Yes, that’s what I said,’ Amanda answered back raising her voice. She had had enough of 
his yelling and swearing and had decided to give him a piece of her mind. ‘Where would I get 
lots of money anyway, certainly not from you? And what I make can just about cover the 
bills...” She took a deep breath then continued, ‘You and your fancy car, why didn’t you raise 
the hood? Yes, you tell me this?’ 

Then it suddenly clicked. She looked at Chad frowning, ‘You said if only I knew. What did 
you mean?’ 

Chad looked at her and shook his head, ‘it doesn’t matter,’ he said sounding dejected. 

‘No, it does to me. Please tell me, what did you mean? Did you put something in my 
handbag?’ Amanda queried. 

Chad refused to answer and simply said, ‘I think we should report this to the police.’ 

“What am I going to tell them? That I’ve lost an old worn out handbag with a few pennies 
in it? Is that what you want me to say, Chad?’ 

‘Look, a crime happened here today and you’re not prepared to do anything about it?’ 

‘Then, you go to the police and I am going home.’ After realising she had no money to get 
home, she rephrased, ‘On second thoughts, you drive me home then you can go to the police... 
by yourself.’ 

Chad decided to listen to his wife. ‘Get in the car,’ he said to her in resignation. 
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As they were seated in the car, Amanda repeated, ‘I am really very sorry.’ 


Chad, thinking of all the money he had just lost, said, ‘Easy come; easy go.’ 
‘What?’ Amanda asked, looking confused. 
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‘Don’t worry about it.’ 
‘Okay Chad, if it really means that much to you then drive us to the police station.’ 


‘Do you really mean that?’ 
Amanda raised her shoulders. ‘What have we got to lose?’ 


If only she knew! « 
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Chapter 8 


turned the car round and made his way there. 

Down at the Folkestone police station, Police Inspector Becker was in his office, 
sitting at his desk, holding a file in his hands—it was a file containing several complaints from 
members of the public who had been mugged in the town. He was sorely aware that there was 
a big problem infesting the town and something needed to be done to put a stop to it. Standing 
in front of him was Police Sergeant Dearing. They were having a heated conversation. 

‘...there is no time, as if we haven’t got enough to do running around looking for a needle 
in a haystack.’ 

Their conversation was interrupted when Chad and Amanda walked in accompanied by a 
policewoman from the front desk. 

‘This couple have a complaint to make.’ 

‘Off you go Miriam, I’ll look after them,’ Inspector Becker said to Police Constable 
Miriam. Then turning to the couple, he pointed to two chairs. ‘Please sit down.’ 

Once they were seated, he extended his arm offering to shake their hands and they 
responded. ‘I am Inspector Becker, in charge of this station and standing over there is Police 
Sergeant Dearing.’ 

Both Chad and Amanda turned their heads briefly and saluted Sergeant Dearing. 
Immediately they had turned their heads back towards the Inspector, Amanda began to talk. 

‘We are pleased to meet you Inspector,’ Amanda said, looking slightly worried. 

“What can I do for you?’ Inspector Becker asked. 

“Well, my husband and I were at the market when I suddenly realised that I had left my 
handbag in the car... Ten minutes more or less had passed... We returned to the car 
immediately, but unfortunately before we could reach it, we saw a man on a bicycle take my 
handbag and ride away with it.’ 

Both the Inspector and the Sergeant had been listening to her attentively. After they had 
heard her story, they looked and grimaced at each other, then the Inspector began to 
sympathise with her. 

‘Oh, dear... what a disaster madam,’ he said to Amanda. 

‘Oh, yes, what a disaster,’ Sergeant Dearing repeated, and quickly turned his head to his 
side to hide the grin on his face. 

Inspector Becker leaning slightly forward, asked, ‘What kind of car was it?’ 

Chad intervened. ‘Oh, it’s a Mercedes-Benz SL soft-top convertible.’ 


T he police station was only a few blocks away from where they were parked. Chad 
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‘Nice car.’ The Inspector nodded. ‘Today being a nice day, did you have the top up or 
down?’ 

‘Down of course,’ Amanda answered. 

‘And when you left the car to go to the market was the hood up or down?’ 

Amanda gave her husband a worried looked and she was not sure if she should answer that 
question.’ 

The Inspector looked at both of them and interpreted their silence to mean that they’d left 
the hood down. 

“Whatever were you both thinking? This is not an area to leave your Mercedes-Benz SL 
convertible with its hood down and then leave your handbag lying around in it. That’s an 
extremely foolish thing to do,’ Inspector Becker reprimanded them. 

Amanda looked at the expression on Sergeant Dearing’s face and then facing the Inspector 
she nodded her head and said softly, ‘I know.’ She looked at her husband then added, ‘but it 
was not my fault.’ 

‘Oh, whose fault was it then?’ The Inspector asked Amanda, looking straight into her 
petrified eyes. 

She turned her face towards Chad and seconds later she pointed her finger at him. 

The Inspector turned his face towards Chad and stared at him. ‘Don’t tell me you were the 
driver of the car?’ 

Chad shouted, ‘How did I know you have thieves in this town?’ 

‘What are you, some kind of an idiot?’ the Inspector shouted back. 

Amanda, coming to Chad’s defence with her voice slightly rose, said, “Yes my husband is 
right. How did he know you have a town with thieves running around?’ 

Inspector Becker sat back in his chair and was furious. He was not prepared to take such 
criticism from two adults he perceived had been negligent in the way they had behaved. With 
his finger pointing at Amanda, ‘Now, you look here, I will not have you come in to my office 
making wild accusations.’ Then turning to Chad, ‘and that goes for you too... idiot!’ 

Chad felt so insulted, he got up. With his fist clenched he shouted, ‘Who are you to call me 
an idiot?’ 

Sergeant Dearing rushed behind Chad and ordered him to sit down. ‘This is a police 
Inspector, so remember where you are and who you’re talking to, alright?’ 

Chad bowed his head and kept his mouth shut. 

‘Keep calm my friend,’ said the Inspector. ‘Sit there and keep calm,’ he told Chad. He 
looked at both of them for a moment and then explained. ‘We like to do things our way here. 
Don’t worry about anything; we’ll resolve this problem in no time, okay?’ 

He sat back and addressed Amanda. ‘Now, madam, let’s start from the very beginning. You 
claim someone took your handbag and you saw him running away with it on his bicycle. 
Would you recognise him, if you saw him again?’ 

‘Err... no, it all happened so fast,’ Amanda answered. 

‘Are you able to describe him?’ 

Chad intervened. ‘He was black, with curly hair. He had a red shirt and black shorts on and 
a pair of sandals I believe.’ 

‘Very good. And what about his face?’ 

‘How do you expect us to remember his face?’ Amanda said with a slight irritation in her 
voice. 

“Yes how do you...’ Chad joined in to shout at the Inspector. 

‘Keep calm I’ve told you,’ the Inspector warned Chad with his forefinger pointing at him. 
He picked up a pencil and paper from his desk. ‘Now, let me take down a few details. Name?’ 

When he heard nothing he looked at Amanda and repeated, ‘Give me your name madam.’ 

‘Amanda Price.’ 
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‘And you, sir?’ 

‘Chad Donaldson.’ 

The Inspector sat back and frowned. ‘I thought you two were married?’ 

‘We are. Price is my maiden name,’ Amanda clarified. 

‘I see. So you are Mrs. Amanda Donaldson?’ 

Amanda nodded quietly. 

The Inspector repeated the name Amanda Donaldson a few times, and then looking at 
Sergeant Dearing he signalled to him to come closer and whispered something in his ear. As 
the latter walked out of the office, he again repeated Amanda Donaldson. The name seemed to 
ring a bell somehow. He started to write the name down, but did it very slowly because he was 
playing for time. 

‘Amanda... is that written with an “e” at the end or not?’ 

‘No. No “e” at the end,’ Amanda confirmed, 

At that point Sergeant Dearing re-entered the room and whispered something in the 
Inspector’s ear and then went to position himself behind Chad Donaldson. 

‘Aha!’ said the Inspector. 

He got up his seat, angrily pulled out a cigar from his top pocket and proceeded to light it. 
After pacing around taking a few puffs, he said, ‘I have a problem. Yes I have a big problem.’ 
He took another puff. ‘Actually your name Mrs. Amanda Donaldson troubles me... When I 
first asked you for your name you gave me your maiden surname, and only after I queried it 
you gave me your married name. That got me thinking. Why would someone who is married 
give me her maiden name? So I got my officer to run a check on you.’ 

The Inspector paused, took a few more puffs. Both Chad and Amanda started to get restless 
and began to fidget. They were anxious to hear what the Inspector had to say and wanted him 
to come out with it, but he was not going to be hurried. He moved towards Chad, placed his 
right hand on his shoulder and continued with his statement. 

“You think we are not doing our job...’ 

Chad wriggled his shoulder from underneath the Inspector’s hand and started to say, ‘you 
get your...’ 

The Inspector cut in and told Chad to shut up, and if he didn’t he would lock him up. 
Amanda got worried. 

‘Listen Inspector, my husband did not mean to offend you at all,’ she said. 

“You can keep quiet too, Mrs. Amanda Donaldson.’ 

‘What is going on?’ Chad protested loudly. 

“You, Mr. Chad Donaldson, you leave your Mercedes-Benz SL with its top down 
unattended and as if that was not enough, your wife leaves a handbag in...’ 

Chad tried to say something. 

‘Shut your mouth!’ The Inspector told him and continued. 

‘As I was saying, your wife leaves a handbag in the backseat where every passer-by can see 
and when one of them took it away you both have the audacity to complain and much more 
than that to criticise the way I police this town. What a nerve?’ After a pause he added, ‘do you 
realise that I can lock both of you up for inciting robbery in this town?’ 

Chad stood up. ‘Now you look here Inspector,’ he said raising his voice. 

The Inspector cut in. ‘No you look here. You have been warned several times to keep your 
mouth shut. Sergeant, take him away and lock him up.’ 

As Chad was being dragged away he shouted, ‘Look we came here to make an official 
complaint...’ 

No one was listening to Chad. Amanda got off her seat, ‘where are you taking my 
husband?’ She asked, and tried to follow him. 

The Inspector grabbed her arm and told her to sit down. He led her back to her seat. 
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Amanda was in a state of confusion and reluctantly sat back in her chair watching her husband 
being dragged away. 

‘Why are you doing that to my husband?’ she protested. 

‘Don’t worry you and I can sort this thing out!’ 

“Where have you taken him?’ she asked again and again looking worried. 

‘He is going to be okay, you will see. Besides, I needed him out of the way.’ 

‘Why?’ 

‘...Because I didn’t want him to hear what I have to tell you.’ 

‘Please let him go,’ Amanda begged. 

‘T will, I will, but first...’ 

‘...but first what?’ There was fear in her eyes. She looked at his eyes and could see only 
malice. She had not wanted to come to the police station in the first place. If I had stuck to my 
guns and gone home, she thought, none of this would be happening. * 


Chapter 9 


shouting: ‘Let me out of here, you have no right to lock me up!’ 


| s Amanda was alone with Inspector Becker, she could hear the voice of her husband 
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The Inspector, sitting next to Amanda, still puffing his cigar, put his hand on her 
shoulder trying to get her to relax and Amanda quickly pushed his hand away begging him to 
let her husband go. He tried to touch her hand and she pushed him away. 

‘Don’t worry; you are very lucky to have fallen into my hands. Your husband would not be 
very happy to hear what I have found out about you.’ 

At that point Sergeant Dearing together with PC Miriam entered the room and the Inspector 
looked at them. 

‘Is he locked in a cell?’ asked the Inspector. 

‘Yes sir,’ Sergeant Dearing answered. 

‘Good. Now we can begin.’ 

He looked at his two officers again and repeated, ‘very good... very... very good.’ He took 
another puff, and then said to PC Miriam, ‘I want to know if she has any weapons on her. I 
want you to check and frisk her properly, understand?’ 

PC Miriam took Amanda to another room and did a thorough check. When they’d both 
returned, the Inspector instructed Amanda to sit down and she was too petrified not to. 

‘Now Mrs. Amanda Donaldson, or would you prefer I call you Price... why did you do it?’ 

“Why did I do what?’ a confused Amanda asked, with tears running down her cheeks. 

‘Hit that poor woman at the bus stop on her head and then ran away with her pension 
money?’ 

Amanda frowned. ‘What woman? What money?’ 

‘Now now, don’t play the innocent with me. We had a good description and more than that, 
she saw you at the post office and heard you telling the man behind the counter your full name 
before you were handed a parcel.’ 

‘I don’t live around here... err... I did, but that was years ago.’ Amanda said, as she 
continued to cry. 

‘How long ago did you say you stopped living here?’ 

‘Seven years ago. I now live in Essex and today I came down with my husband to visit the 
market.’ 

‘And in seven years you have never been here, until today?’ 

‘No, I haven’t. Honest.’ 

By the look on her face, the Inspector had a sense that she might be telling the truth. He 
stared at Sergeant Dearing who had been listening the whole time and saw the grin on his face. 
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‘Stay here,’ the Inspector told Amanda. Looking at PC Miriam he said, ‘watch her.’ And 
pointing to Sergeant Dearing, ‘you come with me.’ 

They both went into another room. Fifteen minutes later the Inspector was back at his desk. 
With his hands locked together, resting in front of him and wearing an embarrassed look on his 
face, he sat quietly for a moment struggling to find the correct words to say and then he looked 
up. 

‘Mrs. Donaldson, I owe you... and your husband a deep apology... my Sergeant gave me 
the wrong information. You can call it a case of mistaken of identity...’ 

‘A mistake? You call what you’ve put my husband and I through, a mistake?’ 

The Inspector remained quiet, head down, fiddling with his fingers. 

‘Now that you know the truth, you can free my husband and let us go.’ 

‘Okay, whatever you want... I’ll have them get your husband out of the cell immediately.’ 
He picked up the phone and made a call. 

Seconds later Sergeant Dearing picked up the receiver. 

‘This is Inspector Becker. Let Mr. Donaldson go.’ 

After listening to the voice on the other end of the phone, Inspector Becker, shouted, ‘Yes 
now!’ and then he slammed the handset down on its cradle. He made brief eye contact with 
Amanda and reassured her, ‘well we’ll try to track down the thief and get back your handbag.’ 
His voice sounded cracked. 

Amanda, looking very angry, wiped the tears off her face, got off her seat immediately and 
told the Inspector, ‘Good. I don’t think we have anything more to say to each other and I never 
want to set eyes on you ever again.’ She turned her back to him and started to make her way 
out, when she stopped and added, ‘but your Chief Superintendent will be hearing from my 
lawyer and you will also be reading about this in the papers.’ 

The Inspector remained seated and silent. The expression on his face clearly revealed how 
embarrassed and stupid he felt. Having called Chad an idiot, he’d turned out to be the biggest 
idiot of all. 
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As Amanda got out of the building she saw Chad waiting for her by his car. He looked 
exhausted. She walked up to him and stroked his arm a couple of times. 

‘Chad, I...’ 

Chad quickly cut in. ‘I don’t think I’Il ever be able to forget this day.’ 

‘Neither will I... I should have stuck to my original plan of going home instead of coming 
to this appalling, appalling police station.’ 

‘If you didn’t leave your handbag in the car we wouldn’t have had to.’ 

With her right hand touching his arm, ‘That’s true, you are absolutely right. It was my fault 
entirely.’ There was a slight touch of resentment in her voice. 

‘You finally got that right,’ Chad said. He turned his back, opened the car door and got in 
the driver’s seat leaving Amanda standing there looking like a fool. 

‘Are you going to get in or not?’ 

Amanda went round the car and got in the passenger seat. 

What was meant to be an enjoyable day out for both of them turned out to be a nightmare 
that would stick in their minds for a long time! Until that day, they’d always thought that the law 
enforcement weighs up a pretty high standard of evidence before they accuse anyone of anything. 
They could not believe that with all the fancy new technology available today to discern the guilty 
from the innocent it still unfortunately happened to them! Would it have happened to them, if Chad 
had been more careful? 
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Luckily Amanda always carried her phone on her. She heard a ping. She knew it was a text 
message. She pulled out her mobile and went straight to the SMS section. As she touched the 
messages icon on her phone it immediately displayed a list of some of the messages received with 
the latest first. There was one with a blue dot in front indicating it had not been read yet. She could 
immediate see it was from Kevin and it read: “We need to talk urgently. Meet me at Garcon this 
afternoon.’ 

She quickly put the phone away. 

“What is it?’ Chad asked. 

‘An SMS.’ 

‘I knew that much, who sent it?’ 

‘Err... a friend asking if I could come round to her place for coffee.’ 

‘And’ 

‘I don’t know, what do you think?’ 

‘What are you asking me for? It’s your friend.’ 

‘Right!’ 

“Who is it anyway?’ 

‘Lydia.’ 

Chad got the feeling that his wife might not be telling him the truth. As far as he knew she had 
never gone to Lydia’s house for coffee. After what he went through at the police station today, he 
was tired and he knew he was not going to be good company. He encouraged his wife to take the 
offer. 

‘Well, if you want to go, then, I don’t mind.’ 

‘Really?’ Amanda was surprised. ‘But what about you?’ 

“What about me?’ 

“You are going to be alone.’ 

‘Don’t let this worry you... I can do with a nap.’ 

‘T promise I won’t stay long.’ 

‘I can drop you there if you like.’ 

‘No. Take us home as I want to refresh myself first.’ 

An hour and a half later Chad drove his car into their driveway. Amanda hurried into the house 
and went straight into the shower room. Before getting in the cubicle, she sent Kevin a text 
informing him that she would be there by 5.00 p.m. and then sent another text to Lydia telling her 
what she was up to and asked her to cover for her. She showered quickly; blow dried her hair, put 
on a little bit of makeup, and put on a maxi dress and sandals. Before leaving the room she looked 
in the mirror to see if she looked presentable enough and then left without even saying goodbye to 
Chad. « 
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Chapter 10 


a dear friend—practically the best friend Kevin had. His only friend really and they 
shared an unconditional friendship. Sam picked up the receiver. 

‘Yes.’ 

‘It’s Kevin.’ 

“What’s up?’ 

‘I think I’m in deep shit.’ 

‘Where the hell are you?’ 

‘I’m in Essex. I checked into a hotel room on Saturday night.’ 

‘Don’t tell me you don’t have any money to settle the bill.’ 

‘That’s not it, but I have lost my wallet with all my money in it. Fortunately my credit card 

was in my phone-wallet.’ 

‘So why don’t you pay with your credit card?’ 

‘Oh, that’s what I intend to do.’ 

‘So what’s the problem?’ 

‘In my wallet I had a photo of Amanda and me...’ 

‘So?’ 

‘God knows what the finder would do with it.’ 

‘He would probably be happy with the money and throw everything else away.’ 

‘But what if it is used to blackmail me?’ 

‘When it happens we’ll deal with it.’ 

‘There is another thing.’ 

‘There is more?’ 

‘I’ve met Amanda’s husband and he is a big, mean guy.’ 

“Wow! Lucky you! How did you manage that?’ 

‘It’s a long story.’ 

‘Look mate be careful, especially if he’s as mean as you say he is.’ 

‘I am going to be staying down here for a while, look after the house for me.’ 

‘T will.’ 

‘Thanks.’ 

‘Remember what I said, Kevin.’ The line went dead. 


T he phone rang and it woke up Sam Wittington. He was just as handsome as Kevin and 


28 2 ok 


41 


At 5.00 p.m. sharp Amanda arrived at Garcon café in her Mini cooper, unaware that she 
had been followed. She went straight in and Kevin was sitting inside on a table by the window. 
As he saw Amanda approaching he jumped to his feet and they hugged each other before 
sitting down. 

Immediately a waitress approached them with a little white pad and a pencil in her hand 
ready to take their orders. 

Kevin looked at Amanda and asked, ‘What would you like?’ 

‘A cup of tea and something to eat please.’ 

Amanda glanced quickly at the menu and said, ‘a burger.’ 

‘Give us a pot of tea and make that, two burgers,’ Kevin told the waitress. 

‘Look I haven’t got a lot of time, what was so urgent?’ 

‘First I wanted to see you, second I wanted to tell you that we won’t be able to go to Paris 
as planned.’ 

‘How come?’ 

‘Last Saturday, coming from the bank, I took a shortcut through the park—you know the 
one near your house. When I was back in my car I found my wallet was missing. I figured it 
must have fallen down in the park. I retraced the path I took, but I couldn’t find it.’ 

‘I hope there wasn’t a lot of money in it?’ 

‘Five thousand pounds,’ Kevin said looking pissed. 

“What? Holy shit!’ 

“Youcan say that again.’ 

‘Oh Kevin, Kevin, I am really sorry.’ 

‘Guess what?’ Amanda said. 

‘What?’ 

‘Chad and I went to my old town today and someone took my handbag.’ 

‘Please don’t tell me you had a lot of money in it too.’ 

‘No. Only a few pounds.’ 

‘That’s not too bad then.’ 

‘But now that I’ve come to think of it, it was heavier than it should have been when I 
picked it up. As I was in a bit of a hurry when I came out of the house with it, I just threw it on 
the back seat of Chad’s car and we drove off.’ 

They both looked at each other trying to read each other’s mind. 

‘No, it could not be.’ Kevin thought aloud. 

“When the thief had taken the handbag, I was upset but as it was an old bag I wasn’t that 
worried. However, Chad was very angry with me.’ 

Kevin frowned. ‘With you, why?’ 

‘Because I’d left it there and the hood of the car was left down.’ 

‘But why angry with you? It’s not your fault if the thief took it.’ 

‘Chad said something rather strange.’ 

“What did he say?’ 

‘When I told him to stop being so upset as I didn’t have a lot of money in it, he said “if 
only I knew” and when I asked him what he meant by that he refused to explain.’ 

“Your husband was not by any chance in the park that day, was he?’ 

‘He always goes jogging on Saturdays and he passes through the park.’ 

‘That’s very interesting.’ 

“What is?’ 

‘Look I don’t want to make false accusations, but someone in the park saw a man pick up 
my wallet, and the description matched that of your husband.’ 

‘No it can’t be. This is outrageous!’ 

“Yes, I think you are right. It can’t be right.’ 
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Excuse me for interrupting your conversation, the waitress said as she placed a tray of tea 
on the table with two burgers, one in front of each of them. As Amanda started to pour the tea, 
Kevin casually turned his face to look through the window and he saw someone standing on 
the other side of the road with a camera in his hand. As the man saw Kevin looking at him, he 
lowered the camera and walked away. 

‘Amanda.’ 

‘Yes, Kevin.’ 

‘Did anyone follow you down here?’ 

‘No. Why do you ask?’ 

‘Oh, just wondering.’ Kevin did not want to alarm Amanda. He was going to tell her about 
the lost photo, and then changed his mind. 

‘Look Kevin, don’t worry about Paris... Now I think I’d better go.’ 

‘I have a room at The Royal Hotel, down the road; I was hoping we could go there.’ 

‘Not now, another time.’ 

Amanda leaned forward across the table, gave Kevin a kiss and then walked back to her 
car. When she’d reached it, she found her front wheels have been clamped with a note on her 
windscreen containing a telephone number. 

‘Shit!’ she uttered. 

She rang the number. The Clamping Company agreed to send someone to release her car 
but it would cost her £80. She didn’t have that kind of money on her, so she went back to the 
café, but Kevin had gone. She rang his mobile but there was no answer. She thought of ringing 
Chad, but how was she going to explain what she was doing there when she was meant to be 
having coffee at Lydia’s house. She looked for Lydia’s number and called her mobile but she 
was not answering either. She threw her hands in the air in desperation. She tried a few more 
times when at last Lydia answered and agreed to come to meet her with the money. 
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When Amanda arrived home, she found Chad fast asleep on the sofa. 

‘Chad, wake up.’ Amanda gave him a couple of shakes. 

“Where have you been? You said you would not be long. That was three and a half hours 
ago.’ 
‘I’m sorry. The thing is that when I came out of Lydia’s house I found one of my front 
tyres was flat. Lydia’s father helped me change it.’ 

Chad said, ‘Tomorrow I will take the punctured one to the garage with me and fix it for 
you.’ 

‘Oh you won’t need to.’ 

“How come?’ 

‘Well after he had removed the tyre and put the spare on, Lydia’s dad checked it and found 
all it needed was air, so he re-pumped it for me.’ 


‘T see.’ 
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‘What would you like to eat?’ Amanda asked Chad. 

‘Well, nothing really... when I saw that you were late, I fixed myself an omelette.’ 

“You go and eat?’ Chad said. 

‘I don’t feel very hungry, with all that had gone on today, but I wouldn’t mind a cup of 
cocoa. Would you like one?’ 

‘Go on then, make one for me too, please.’ 
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Whilst Amanda was in the kitchen waiting for the kettle to boil, Chad had taken himself 
upstairs and he was talking on his mobile to Ben Hawkins. Ben was the guy who clamped 
Amanda’s car. He is a part time private investigator and after filling Chad in, Ben transferred a 
photo he had taken of Kevin and Amanda while they were kissing each other in Garcon café. 

After the cocoa was ready Amanda called: ‘Where are you Chad?’ 

‘I'll be right there.’ 

Moments later Chad was sitting in the lounge having cocoa with his wife. 

‘So what did you and Lydia talked about?’ 

‘Nothing much. We mostly looked at some holiday pictures.’ 

‘Oh where did she go?’ 

Amanda had to think quickly. Paris sprung to her mind. ‘Paris,’ she said. 

‘Paris? It’s nice there. Perhaps one day I’ll take you there.’ 

Amanda didn’t say anything. Her mind was on Kevin. Jf only he hadn’t lost all that money, 
she thought. 

‘Chad, did you put something in my handbag?’ 

“Which handbag.’ 

‘The one I lost today.’ 

‘Not that I can think of. Why do you ask?’ 

‘Well I couldn’t understand why you were so upset about me losing that tatty handbag of 
mine... and when we were in Folkestone you said, if only I knew, and then you refused to say 
anymore.’ 

‘Oh don’t start that again. It was nothing. Just forget about it, will you?’ Chad sounded 
irritated. 

Amanda shrugged and said, ‘As you wish.’ She then glanced at the clock, thinking if she 
didn’t go to bed soon she wouldn’t be able to get up tomorrow for work. Usually by 9 p.m. she 
would be fast asleep and it was already thirty minutes passed that. She gave out a big yawn. 

“You look tired, go to bed,’ Chad said. 

“Aren’t you coming?’ 

“You go I'll follow later.’ 

Amanda got up, gave Chad a kiss on his cheek and as she was making her way up she said, 
‘don’t forget to turn off the lights down stairs.’ 

‘I won’t.’ 
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Once Chad was alone, he re-looked at the picture that Ben Hawkins had sent to his phone. 
If he needed convincing that his wife was cheating on him, then that was proof enough for him. 
Initially he wanted to catch them in the act and deal with them both there and then. He didn’t 
want to lose his wife as it was Kevin who was the perpetrator. He is the one who had no 
business messing with a married woman, he told himself, and therefore if anyone was doing 
anything wrong it was him and for that he had to be taught a lesson. #& 
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Chapter 11 


Amanda would normally leave home at 1.30 p.m. every Monday and Wednesday to 

get to the Dancing Institute by 2.30 p.m. to start her first session at 3 p.m. By the time 
she had finished her second session it would be 5 p.m. If she left the Institute straight away she 
would be home by 6 p.m. or 6.30 p.m. However, since Kevin had started dancing lessons, 
every Wednesday she had been arriving home closer to 7 p.m. Chad had commented on that 
but she always had a plausible excuse. 

The reason for the lateness was of course caused by the fact that after their dance lesson, 
Kevin and Amanda would go to the canteen in the Institute for a drink and a chat. They only 
got to see each other once a week—on Wednesdays. 

One evening as they were chatting in the canteen, Kevin wanted to know more about 
Amanda. Having seen her house and met her husband, he was curious to know where he fitted 
in to the triangle. He was conscious that he had fallen for her, and he was particularly 
concerned about whether he was simply a bit on the side for Amanda or if he was something 
more. ‘Now that I have met your husband, I would like to know more about him.’ 

‘Do you really want to talk about him?’ 

“Yes.” 

‘What would you like to know?’ 

‘Anything you want to tell me.’ 

‘As you’ve already seen, he is a very tall and muscular man. He is generally kind and 
giving, but he can be quite mean at times and he has shown his temper once or twice. I should 
quickly add, nothing physical mind, but if pushed I am certain he is quite capable of defending 
himself. The one thing he lacks is youth.’ 

‘Does that bother you?’ 

‘No. I knew he was much older than me when we met, and I didn’t mind and in many ways 
I still don’t mind. In the beginning I watched his powerful arms during a game of tennis. He 
had a beautiful body that men half his age envied.’ 

‘I am surprised, fifteen years age difference didn’t bother you.’ 

‘To tell you the truth, at first it did a little, but once I’d got to know him, it became 
irrelevant. As a matter of fact he was more concerned by it than I was.’ 

‘So what has changed?’ 

‘His business, most of his clients seem to have disappeared.’ 

‘Is this the reason for your dissatisfaction with your marriage?’ 

‘Yes.’ 

‘I see.’ 

‘Oh, and you of course.’ 

‘Me?’ Kevin looked surprised. ‘Why, because I am younger?’ 


C had would always leave for work at 9 a.m. and return by 5.30 or 6 p.m. Whilst 
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Amanda nodded with a smile. ‘And handsome.’ 

Kevin grinned broadly. ‘That’s all?’ 

‘And we had great sex together.’ 

‘Aha!’ Kevin nodded silently. 

‘And I suppose that’s not the case with your husband?’ 

‘Err... he is good, but you are much better!’ 

‘Oh, thank you... Err... how much better?’ 

‘MUCH better!’ They both laughed. 

Amanda glanced at her watch, and said, ‘Look I must go, because my husband would be 
wondering where I am.’ 

They got up and Kevin walked her to her car, where they kissed each other before she 
drove off. 
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Unaware that her husband was having her followed, Amanda went about her routine as 
usual but Kevin, although he realised he might be playing with fire, had become more and 
more attached to her to the point that he had begun to throw caution to the wind and followed 
his desires. Not satisfied with the amount of time he was seeing her, in order to spend more 
time together, he had rented a room in The Royal Hotel in Essex. The following week during 
their coffee session in the canteen, Kevin had made his feelings known. 

‘I want to be with you, don’t you feel the same?’ Kevin asked. 

‘Oh ...yes,’ she felt flattered. 

She looked up at him, her eyes melting into his, wanting everything he wanted, but knowing 
that she had no right. He bent slowly towards her, wanting to kiss her, but she turned away, burying 
her face in his shoulder and holding tightly to the lapel of his jacket with one hand. 

This was the first time she had refused to be kissed. ‘What’s the matter?’ Kevin asked. 

She remained quiet for a moment then said, ‘Look Kevin this is all we can have at the 
moment.’ 

‘Alright! Maybe I am pushing you too hard. But I want to see you Amanda, as often as 
possible.’ There was a brief chuckle in his shoulder as she moved to look at him again. 

“What about my husband?’ she asked. 

Kevin was impossible, he was so stubborn, but he was also someone she was attracted to. 

‘Bring him along. I'll bring my mother. That should keep him company!’ 

He was, of course, teasing and although she knew it, she refused to laugh because she found his 
comment offensive. 

“You are incorrigible.’ 

‘I know,’ Kevin replied with a smirk on his face. 

She looked at her watch again and panicked. ‘Oh, my God, Kevin, please I must go.’ 

‘Promise you will see me tomorrow afternoon at The Royal Hotel... for a drink.’ Kevin held her 
arm tight. 

She flung her arm nervously away from him and got into her car. She gave him an assertive 
look which quickly turned nervous. ‘Kevin, this is all happening so fast. I can’t see you anymore. 
This is good-bye. This is the end.’ She pressed her foot down hard on the accelerator pedal, causing 
the tyres to screech as she drove off. 

‘For Christ-sakes, don't be silly, it’s not the end, it can never be the end!’ Kevin shouted. 
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All the way home, Amanda looked serious. She was furious with herself for becoming 


involved with another man whilst she was still married. She realised she should never have let it 
happen and if it had not been for Lydia, it probably wouldn’t have gone as far as it did. J should 
never have gone to that party with Lydia, she scolded herself. But just once, just once, she told 
herself, I had a right to do something wild and romantic and amusing. 

Did she really have that right at all? What gave her that right when her husband was the one 
who was struggling to bring in the money? Is that a game that a decent married woman should 
play? 

As her car neared her drive way she vowed that that night she would tell Chad about her affair. 
As she was serious about not seeing Kevin again, she wished she could throw him off the dancing 
course. Instead she decided to tender her resignation the very next day. 

It had gone past 7 p.m. when she arrived home and surprisingly she found Chad cooking. 

‘Sorry I am so late,’ Amanda apologised as she planted a kiss on Chad’s cheek. ‘Hmm...this 
smells nice. What is it?’ 

‘Chicken risotto,’ Chad answered faintly. 

‘Do you need any help?’ 

‘No. I know how to make it.’ 

Amanda watched her husband and felt a little bit uneasy to see him cooking when this was what 
she felt she should have been doing. She had expected him to be mad at her for being late, but he 
pretended not to be that concerned, which was somewhat unsettling for her. 

‘I hope you’re not mad at me.’ 

‘No, I am not mad,’ he said with a grin, and continued to concentrate on what he was doing. 

After a brief silence Amanda asked again, ‘It’s kind of strange... are you really not mad at me?’ 

‘T said I’m not, didn’t I?’ Then he started to bang the ice tray on the side of the sink. 

Amanda squatted and picked up an ice cube from the floor and dropped it in to the sink. She 
moved closer to her husband and took the ice tray from his hand. ‘Here, let me do that.’ 

Chad let go of the ice tray, and they stared at each other. Suddenly the dog started to bark. It 
was Fluff. She wanted to be taken for a walk. 

“You go Chad; I'll finish off preparing the meal.’ 

‘It’s done,’ he said. Chad switched off the cooker and went to take Fluff for her walk. 

Amanda stood there unsure if she should follow him. A moment later she decided to go after 
him. A bit further from where they lived there was a playground. She saw Chad sitting on a bench 
looking sad whilst Fluff was roaming around. As he saw her approaching he decided to put on a 
cheerful face. With a bone in his hand he said, ‘Watch this,’ and he threw the bone in the air, Fluff 
ran towards it, waited for it to fall and caught it in her mouth, then brought it back to Chad and 
placed it by his feet, wagging her tail. Amanda, who was watching the show, put on a big smile. 

“You like the trick?’ 

‘Yes,’ Amanda said. ‘You’ve got her well-trained.’ 

Chad grinned. ‘Come on Fluff.’ And she ran to him, lifted her paws which he held into his 
hands. He caressed Fluff. 

All three of them started to walk back home. 

‘Do you remember Chad how happy we were when we’d just got married?’ 

‘How could I forget?’ 

‘I haven’t either.’ 

Fluff started to bark and Chad threw the bone for her to fetch. 

‘Sometimes things happen when you don’t mean them to,’ Amanda declared. 

‘I know what you mean... Here throw the bone and see if Fluff will fetch it for you.’ 

‘Okay.’ 

‘But first let me have a word with Fluff.’ Chad leaned down and whispered something in Fluff’s 
ear. 

“What did you tell her?’ Amanda asked. 
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‘T didn’t say anything really. Why don’t you throw the bone and see what happens?’ 

Amanda threw the bone and told Fluff to fetch it but she remained seated. 

‘Go Fluff, Go,’ Amanda tried to encourage her. 

Fluff looked at Chad and remained still. 

‘Why isn’t she fetching the bone?’ Amanda asked. 

Chad winked at Fluff and off she went and fetched the bone and rested it at Amanda’s feet. The 
latter was so pleased that she stroked Fluff on her head and neck saying, ‘good girl.’ 

Suddenly it started to rain, Fluff ran towards the house, whilst Chad and Amanda just stood 
there looking at each other as the rain fell on their heads. 

‘It would appear Fluff has more sense than both of us,’ Chad commented. 

He looked at her, and she looked up at him, her eyes melting into his, not able to say anything to 
him, knowing that she had betrayed him. She moved closer towards him, inviting him to kiss her, 
but he buried her face in his shoulder and held her there. Amanda couldn’t understand why he 
didn’t kiss her. 

They walked back to the house. Amanda went straight upstairs, threw her body onto the bed and 
buried her head under the pillow, whilst Chad went in to the lounge and helped himself to a large 
brandy. 

Fifteen minutes later, Amanda heard footsteps. She knew Chad was coming upstairs. Not 
wanting him to see her in distress, she rushed into the shower room and got herself under the 
shower head. By the time she came out Chad was fast asleep. 

Amanda went down in to the kitchen and decided to write a letter to Chad. She picked up a note 
pad and biro, and wrote: 


dear Chad 

ny dearhustand 

Chad, J have something that J have been meaning ta tell you for a 
eT a eee ae ee nee 

tae na idea he Me weach, Jam sure it will hud you deeply te 

Gade ie a 
J can assure you that tt is ever now. J knew that is little consolation for you 
Gut unfettunately there is nothing J can de about tt new. I wish J could. J 
wedlly de wish J could unde the past, tut J can't. I gust hope that there is 
stl a future for us te butld on. J beg you ta look deep in to your head and 
senemler everything we have. Stease fewyive me! Dating Chad you know J 
lowe you, J atways have and atways ull. Please doen't thuw away ar life 
tegether. TU de anything that you want. J can't live uithout yeu! 
Your Umanda 


MaMa 


Amanda left the note on the kitchen table where she knew Chad sat every morning to have 
his breakfast. As he always got up early, she was sure he would see the note in the morning. 

She switched off the light, got into bed and closed her eyes. She tossed and turned till the 
early hours of the morning and as she was beginning to feel sleepy when she suddenly 
remembered the advice of Lydia who had told her not to tell her husband anything. It made 
sense then and still made sense to her. She jumped out of bed, rushed to the kitchen, picked up 
the note and tore it into pieces before throwing it in the bin. As she turned round she saw her 
husband standing behind her. 
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“What was that?’ 

‘Oh, nothing,’ Amanda answered. 

‘Uh huh’ 

‘I came down for a drink, would you like one,’ Amanda asked. 

‘If you’re making one,’ Chad said, his mind still on the paper that he saw his wife tearing 
and the panic expression on her face when she had noticed him standing behind her. He could 
not help wondering what was written on that paper. # 
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Rose’s office. Mrs. Rose was a middle-aged curly-haired woman with the face of 

Medusa and the heart of an angel. She was in charge of the Dance programme. She 
mothered all the female teachers and they adored her. She was the person who interviewed and 
gave Amanda her job. As soon as she heard a knock on her door she shouted: ‘Come in!’ 

Amanda entered and stood in front of her desk. Mrs. Rose noticed the gloomy look on 
Amanda’s face. 

‘What’s the matter, your husband gives you a hard time?’ Mrs. Rose asked. *It shows in 
your eyes. 

Amanda shook her head. ‘No Mrs. Rose!’ 

‘What is it then?’ Mrs. Rose asked, eyeing Amanda’s face. 

‘I’ve come to tender my resignation.’ 

Mrs. Rose sat back and sighed. ‘Why? Don’t tell me you want a raise?’ 

‘I can’t work here anymore.’ 

‘Sorry?’ 

Amanda bowed her head and went on to explain her predicament whilst Mrs. Rose listened 
very attentively until she had finished her story. 

“You don’t need to resign,’ said Mrs. Rose. ‘Now, that I've heard your story, let me tell you 
this. I can’t stop this Kevin attending dance lessons, but what I can and will do is to change the 
days you teach on the programme so that he's not in your class.’ 

‘Can you really do that?’ 

‘Of course I can. Besides, with your husband’s business not doing well, I know you need 
the money.’ 

‘Thank you Mrs. Rose. Thank you very very much!’ 


r XN he next day, when Amanda had arrived at the Dance Institute she went straight to Mrs. 
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Amanda was immediately assigned a different group to teach. When Kevin came for his 
dance lesson he found another teacher had taken over the group. He was not happy and stopped 
attending. However much he loved dancing, he had only registered on the course because it 
had given him a chance to see Amanda at least once a week. Now he had to find another way. 
He knew that would not be easy since she had made up her mind to push him out of her life. 
He could not accept that. He reproached himself for pressurising her. Jf J could just meet with 


her one more time and apologize, it would give me a chance to rekindle our relationship, he 
told himself. Amanda had come into his life unexpectedly, and they'd had a great time together 
and he wanted it to last forever. 

Kevin pulled out his mobile and decided to call her. A voice came on saying 'this number is 
unavailable’. He tried sending a text, but moments later he received a two-word message: not 
delivered. 

Maybe I should just forget about her, settle my bill at The Royal Hotel and head back to 
London, he said to himself. He thought for a moment and remembered Amanda’s friend, Lydia. 
He checked the address book on his phone to see if he had her number. He ran through the list 
and noticed the name Lydia Cunningham... that must be her, he figured. He dialled her number 
immediately and waited for the call to be answered. The phone was ringing but she was not 
picking up the call. Just as he was about to give up, he heard a voice from the other end of the 
phone. 

“Yes?” 

‘Is that Lydia?’ 

“Yes, Lydia Cunningham here and who is this?’ 

They had never talked on the phone before, therefore there was no caller ID. 

‘It's Kevin, do you remember me?’ 

‘Kevin Sawyer?’ 

“Yes.” 

‘The Kevin Sawyer... the sexy man from London?’ 

‘If you want to put it that way,’ Kevin said, sniggering. 

‘How are you Mr. sexy?’ 

‘Listen I need a favour from you.’ 

‘Shoot.’ 

‘I am staying at The Royal Hotel, Room 13. Could you come and meet me there.’ 

“You mean the one in the high street in Essex?’ 

‘That’s the one.’ 

‘I'll be there, say half an hour?’ 

‘Okay, Pll wait for you by the entrance door.’ The line went dead. 

When Lydia had first seen Kevin in London, she had thought he was cute, but he'd had his 
eyes on Amanda. Instead, she'd ended up with his friend Sam Wittington, who was a good 
second choice. She had always fantasised about what it would be like to sleep with Kevin but 
had kept away in order not to upset her best friend Amanda. 
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Thirty minutes later Lydia arrived at The Royal Hotel. After parking her car she made her 
way to the hotel front entrance and just as he'd said, Kevin was standing there waiting for her. 
They hugged each other and he took her into the hotel lounge. They sat next to each other and 
started to talk over a drink. Kevin knew Lydia’s relationship with Amanda and figured that 
through her he could re-establish a link with Amanda. Lydia knew that Kevin wanted 
something from her and unknown to Kevin; she wanted something from him too but had never 
known how to ask for it until now. Now the opportunity had presented itself. 

‘So what happened?’ Lydia said, placing her left hand on his shoulder. 

‘We were talking and I said something, she must have got mad at me and left, saying we 
were finished.’ 

Lydia, with a mild smile on her face said, ‘yeah,’ and giggled. 

Kevin looked at her and said, ‘What?’ 

‘I think her husband suspects something.’ 
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‘No way! ... Oh man don’t you fucking tell me that!’ 

‘But what did you want me to... I'm sorry.’ She continued to stroke his upper arm. 

Kevin buried his head in his hands, deep in thought. 

‘But at least you guys are over.’ 

‘I thought you could talk to her and tell her how much I love her.’ 

‘Oh, she is really a bitch and I don’t even want to talk to her anymore.’ 

“Yes she is a bitch, obviously...’ 

Lydia interrupted. “Yes, I know. Trust me.’ After a short pause she added, ‘I think I should 
find somebody else for you. I have a couple of other friends.’ 

‘Yeah, but...’ 

‘Do you want to go to the park?’ 

‘No. I don’t want to go to the fucking park... fuck that shit... I'm so pissed off.’ 

Kevin rested his right hand on Lydia’s thigh saying, ‘Thanks for coming,’ and immediately 
got off his seat and made his way towards his room, leaving Lydia sitting there. Lydia sat back, 
cleared her throat and started to fiddle with her nails. The waitress came to collect the glasses. 

‘Hey, I’m Louise,’ 

Lydia looked at her and said, ‘Hi.’ 

‘Who was that, your boyfriend?’ Louise probed. 

‘That was my friend.’ 

‘Friend... like, your friend, friend,’ she smiled broadly. 

‘No, just a friend! He just... him and my best friend just broke up. So...’ 

‘Aaah... that’s is why he looked so pissed off.’ 

“Yeah!” 

‘So what are you guys doing?’ Louise asked. 

Lydia and Louise stared at each other. 

“Are you guys hooking up now... he’s really cute?’ 

‘Nooo,’ Lydia replied. ‘That’s my best friend’s ex-boyfriend; you know what I mean 
like...’ 

‘T see.’ 

‘I was just talking to him... we are just good friends.’ Suddenly she realised that now that 
Kevin was free, this was the perfect opportunity for her to make her move. Besides, she 
figured that if she didn't, Louise seemed to find him cute. 

‘Have you ever thought about doing something with him?’ 

‘Nooo.’ 

‘He's a very handsome guy,’ Louise spouted, looking surprised. 

‘I mean, yeah... but... like I said, he is just a friend.’ 

Louise picked up the glasses and as she was about to walk away she asked, ‘Are you going 
to do anything to cheer him up, because...’ 

‘Because what?’ Lydia was curious. 

‘Err... I might be able to give you some ideas.’ What she really wanted to say was that she 
wanted to hook up with him. 

‘I know he likes the park, but he doesn't want to go,’ said Lydia. ‘Maybe I should take him 
to the movies or something?’ She was looking at Louise as if to ask her for suggestions. 

Louise thought for a moment. ‘Movies... yes... but the park sounds like a much better idea. 
Perhaps you need to go to his room and convince him.’ 

‘Convince him, how?’ 

‘Maybe you need to come on a little stronger, do you know what I mean?’ 

Unsure about exactly what Louise was suggesting Lydia sought clarification. ‘By strong 
you mean...?’ 


‘You got it. You certainly don’t look naive to me, but if you need help you can always 
shout for me,’ she said wearing a huge cheeky smile as she walked away. 
Lydia got the message and made her way to Kevin’s room...... 
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Kevin was in bed when all of a sudden the hotel bedroom door flung opened and Kevin saw 
Chad Donaldson standing there, a shotgun in his hand, filled with uncontrollable rage. He knew his 
life was in danger and he wasn’t going to wait around. 

Determined to exact revenge, Chad took a shot which was meant to hit Kevin but instead the 
bullet went into the woman who had quickly crawled underneath the bed sheet. 

By the time he'd re-aimed his shotgun, wearing only his boxer shorts, Kevin had jumped 
through an open window. It was his lucky day. Parked underneath the hotel window was a lorry 
carrying hay. As his body fell down, it sunk into the pile of hay. Seconds later there was another 
gun shot and the bullet missed him by a whisker as the lorry had started to move. 

It was not the first time that Kevin had found himself in such a sticky situation but it may just be 
the last. Once he turned twenty-three he became the most well-known philanderer in his area. 
Handsome, witty and with his incomparable way with women, they were attracted to him like a pin 
is attracted to a magnet. By the time he was twenty-five he had slept with more women than 
could be counted. He had once said to his friend Sam, Women are like dogs when it comes to 
sex, give them what they want and they will love you forever. 

Further down the road, the lorry stopped and Kevin jumped out, thanking the driver for the 
free ride. 

‘Hey you, what were you doing in my truck?’ The lorry driver asked. 

‘Sleeping,’ Kevin answered, and took off, leaving a bemused driver watching him jog away 
barefooted in his boxer shorts. 

A few metres down the road, he came across a farm. He noticed some clothes on a washing 
line. Amongst them, he managed to find a pair of jeans, a shirt and a pair of socks. After 
dressing himself, he continued on his way until he’d reached a public space. He went to take a 
seat on one of the empty wooden benches and began to ponder on his lucky escape. His mouth 
was dry, he could not stop his legs from swinging from side to side and his stomach was 
churning. The thought that he could have been shot dead scared him. He looked around and 
noticed a little stream. He moved towards it and with shaky hands, he washed his face and 
neck, threw some water over his curly hair and smooth it down with his hands in a backward 
motion. Then he pulled up the tail of his shirt to dry his face and hands. 

The woman he was with was of course Lydia Cunningham, not Amanda Donaldson as 
Chad had thought. Kevin couldn't stop worrying about if she was dead or not. Maybe I should 
call the police and report a possible murder, he thought. 

He slid his hand into his pocket to find his phone, and then remembered it was in his 
trousers pocket which he had left behind, when he’d left the hotel in a hurry. He looked around 
to see if there was a public phone kiosk. When he couldn’t see any he walked to the nearest 
house he could find and made a call to the police, without giving his name. 
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up his mobile to answer the call, he instinctively knew it was Kevin. 
‘Kevin, where are you?’ 

‘Err... in someone’s house somewhere in Essex.’ 

‘Shit man, what have you done?’ 

“LAsten ac" 

“Man the police were here looking for you.’ 

‘What?’ 

“Why did you kill that girl, man?’ 

‘T killed nobody. It wasn't me!’ 

‘If it wasn't you, you need to get your arse here and give yourself up. Look, come down to 
London and we'll go to the police together and you can tell them your story.’ 

‘I can’t.’ 

‘Urm... if you did not do it, then who did?’ 

Suddenly the line went dead. Sam’s mobile had run out of power and had switched itself 
off. 

Kevin tried to contact Sam again but it was no use. A voice kept saying the number you are 
trying to reach is unavailable at the moment. Please try later. 

Now that Kevin knew the police were after him, he had to keep off the streets and find a 
quiet hideout somewhere he could figure out what he was going to do. 


q evin decided to make another call, this time to his friend Sam. As soon as Sam picked 
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In the Donaldson’s house, sitting in front of the TV, Amanda and Chad, were watching a 
film when the TV screen suddenly changed. A news reader came on and said, ‘we interrupt this 
programme to bring you a newsflash: 

Earlier today a young girl, who cannot be named at this time, was shot dead at The Royal 
Hotel, in Essex. Police believe her boyfriend did it. According to a waitress the boyfriend, a 
Mr. Kevin Sawyer was very upset when they were talking together in the hotel lounge and then 
he went to his room. The girl followed him. Minutes later the waitress heard two shots. 
Detective Inspector CJ Fairfield has been asked to investigate. This is the end of this 
newsflash.’ 
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While Amanda was listening to the newsflash, her eyes were huge and frightened. She had 
both her hands clasped together touching her mouth as if she was praying and her face had 
suddenly turned pale. 

‘Isn’t he your friend who came here for my birthday?’ Chad asked pretending he knew 
nothing about it. 

Amanda was in a state of shock. 

‘Amanda?’ 

‘Oh sorry dear, what were you saying?’ 

‘The guy who shot that girl is your friend Kevin, isn’t it?’ 

‘It would appear so.’ She could barely get the words out of her mouth. 

Chad could see the distress on his wife’s face. He turned to her and spoke softly. ‘Amanda, 
I can see you are affected.’ 

She nodded slowly, first looking down at her hands, her perfect profile etched sharply in the 
darkened room as he watched her. She looked up at him, her eyes seeking his, as though that alone 
caused her great pain. The look of sorrow on her face was the same that he had seen that day when 
he had found her crying after they'd had an argument. 

‘Why don't we talk about it, Amanda?’ 

She took a little breath and sat back against the sofa, still keeping her eyes locked in his. ‘I 
should have told you about it earlier, Chad. I just couldn't find the courage and the words. I even 
tried to write it down on a piece of paper—the paper you saw me tearing into pieces in the kitchen 
the other day. I have been very deceitful to you.’ 

“What are you trying to tell me, Amanda?’ 

‘T don't know what happened. I think I got carried away. But I have been most unfair to you, my 
love.’ Her eyes were filled with sorrow and she gently touched his hand. ‘I have given you the 
impression that I am the faithful wife, I have been very wrong to do so. Kevin and I had an affair. I 
must apologize to you now.’ She looked at him bleakly and withdrew her hand. ‘I am not worthy of 
you, Chad. I should have told you the minute it happened. I don't know why I played this game with 
you, but it was very, very wrong. I can't stay married to you anymore.’ 

She was really a decent woman who took her vows seriously, and Chad was touched to the core 
by the sincerity with which she looked at him, tears filling the corner of her eyes, her face so very 
pale. 

‘Amanda,’ Chad said, ‘I respect you very much for what you have just done. I don’t know 
whether I can stay married to you either, but I am willing, if you are, to let things stay as they are 
and see how it goes.’ 

Amanda shook her head sadly. ‘I would stay with you if I was a decent woman but I'm not and 
you, my love, do not deserve a whore like me. It wouldn't be fair.’ 

‘Not fair?’ 

‘Yes it would not be fair my husband. You are such... and she wavered on the words such a 
good man. You have been so fair, so kind to me.’ 

She turned her face away and Chad saw a tear roll swiftly down one delicate, creamy cheek. He 
reached out a hand to wipe the tear off with his fingertips from the softness of her face and suddenly 
he wanted to cry too. He had loved her from the first day he had set eyes on her and he couldn't bear 
the thought of losing her. 

Unless they could both find it within themselves to put aside what had happened, there was no 
future for them together. The horror of that began to dawn on Chad as he watched Amanda’s face. 

‘Look Amanda, I am willing to forgive you, but first you must be willing to forgive 
yourself.’ 

‘It is not about forgiveness, Chad. It is about right and I have no right to pretend to be the 


faithful wife when I know, and now you know too, that I am not.’ 

‘For fuck’s sake!’ Chad shouted. He was about to tell her that he already knew about her affair 
with Kevin, but she stopped him with one hand held out as though to defend herself from an 
aggressor and with one swift movement she stood up, and looked down at him with tears still 
running down her face. 

“No, Chad, no! I can't. I can’t stay married to you and I can’t stay here. I'm very, very sorry I let 
you down. It shouldn't have happened, but it did. I've been dishonest to you... now I am going 
upstairs to pack a few things.’ 

‘Where will you go at this time of the night?’ 

‘Oh, I'm sure Lydia will put me up for a few days.’ 
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As Amanda was making her way upstairs, the six o’clock news came on and she stopped to 
listen. 

‘Further to our newsflash earlier on, police have now named the girl who was shot dead by 
her boyfriend Kevin Sawyer in The Royal Hotel in Essex. She was a Miss Lydia Cunningham. 
According to an eye witness, they had a heated argument in the lounge of the hotel, and Mr 
Sawyer was overheard telling his girlfriend to go home and if she should ever come near him 
again he would shoot her. 

Now for the other news of the day...’ 


28 2 OK 
As soon as Amanda heard the news she screamed and immediately fell to the ground. Chad 


rushed to her aid. After checking her pulse and breathing, Chad concluded she had fainted, but 
just to be on the safe side, he rang for an ambulance. # 
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paramedics checked her vital signs and advised that she should come with them to the local 
general hospital for a thorough check up, to which she reluctantly agreed. 

After accompanying his wife to the hospital and whilst she was being examined by the casualty 

officer, Chad was outside on the phone talking to Private Investigator, Ben Hawkins. 

‘We need to find him,’ Chad said. 

‘My boys are on his tail.’ 

‘T take it that your boys do know what to do?’ 

‘They have been briefed. Don’t worry it will be a clean job.’ 

‘Good. Keep me posted,’ said Chad ending the call. 


B y the time the ambulance had arrived, Amanda had regained consciousness. The 
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Chad heard his name on the loud speaker. It was the receptionist in the Casualty Department 
calling. He hurried back to the Reception desk. 

‘Oh, here you are, Mr. Donaldson. The doctor would like a word with you. Please go to cubicle 
number 6,’ said the receptionist. 

‘Aah Mr. Donaldson, I am Doctor Constantine. You can take your wife home now, but having 
had a chat with her I advise that she stays in bed for a couple of days to give her a chance to recover 
properly. To lose a friend in such a cruel manner is quite a shock and very distressing.’ 

‘Don’t worry doctor, I‘ll look after her,’ Chad confirmed. 

‘Good.’ 

The doctor and Chad shook hands and the latter called for a taxi to take his wife and him home. 
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When they arrived home, Chad steered Amanda towards the stairs but she insisted that she 
preferred to go into the lounge. 

“You heard what the doctor said, you need bed rest.’ 

‘I can rest here perfectly well.’ 

‘Why are you being so awkward,’ Chad said and reached out gently for her arm and pulled her 
towards him turning her in the direction of the stairs. For reasons that she herself did not 
understand, she let him. Once in bed, Chad sat down on the edge of it. ‘Amanda.’ He spoke very 
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softly. ‘I love you. I know that sounds crazy, but that's the way it is. I know we've got financial 
problems but together we are stronger and we’ll overcome anything. I accept you have made a 
mistake, but you can't walk out on our marriage. Think about what we have between us.’ 

“What do you mean?’ 

‘I mean you still care for me. I know this and I feel it. I hate to admit it, but when you first 
revealed that you have been unfaithful to me, it did come as a bit of a shock, but once I saw how 
guilty and ashamed you felt I knew you had done it in a moment of weakness.’ 

He was definite and his voice sounded so sincere. As he leaned towards her he could almost feel 
the warmth of her silky flesh next to his and he had never been as filled with desire as he was right 
then, but that had to wait for another time. He had to talk to her, make her see sense, because she 
was too precious to him and losing her would be the death of him. 

‘You still love me, don’t you?’ Chad asked, wanting to make certain. 

Amanda nodded her head slowly and then sighed. 

‘But I had no right to behave in the way I did, Chad. This is not proper. I have no right to touch 
your life with my sorrows 

‘Cheating on me was a mistake, Amanda.’ 

‘If you had cheated on me, I wouldn't have forgiven you,’ Amanda said. 

‘That may well be the case, but I'm forgiving you,’ Chad responded. 

“You're saying that now, but later on you'll resent me.’ 

The way she said it Chad sensed he was losing the battle again, and he felt a desperate sinking 
in his heart. 

Amanda tried to get out of bed; his eyes begged her not to. She realised it was late and now that 
her best friend Lydia was dead, there was nowhere to go. Without saying anything further, she let 
her lips gently touch his and then she kissed him softly on the forehead. Chad cupped her face with 
both hands and gave her a tender kiss on her lips and then told her to rest. 

Chad made his way downstairs, feeling that whilst he may have succeeded in persuading her to 
stay the night, he was not going to take any chances. He felt that as long as Kevin Sawyer was alive 
his marriage was not safe. He was pleased that his plan was working. Having got Louise the 
waitress to lie for him, the police had placed the murder of Lydia onto Kevin, who was now wanted 
by the law enforcement agencies. Should Kevin, a wanted criminal, be found dead somewhere the 
police will surely write it off as good riddance. 
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Kevin Sawyer, on the other hand, after fleeing from The Royal Hotel had come to realise that 
unless he could find a good place to hide, his life was not safe. He remembered how Chad had told 
him that he would cut off the balls of anyone he found messing with his wife. This sent a shiver 
down his spine. Chad had already tried to shoot him down. What if this time he really tried to carry 
out his threat of cutting his balls off? The thought of it began to play on his mind. Kevin figured 
Chad must be looking for him and on top of that he knew the police were after him for the murder 
of Lydia. 

It was getting dark and he needed to find a place to spend the night. He’d arrived at a small bed 
and breakfast. When he entered the place he found no one at the counter. He pressed the buzzer for 
attention. Whilst he was waiting he noticed a newspaper lying on the counter and picked it up. As 
he turned it over, he found his photograph on the front page with a black banner across it. Written 
on the banner was the word WANTED in red letters. As he was trying to read the caption, he heard 
someone coming, and he quickly walked out. He figured other people must have looked at the paper 
and seen his face. He needed to find a remote hiding place. He walked and walked almost all night 
until he arrived at a barn that looked deserted. He approached it with care but he was so tired that he 
was glad to have found a place he could rest, hopefully safely, for the night. The minute he rested 
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his body on the hay, he fell asleep. His eyelids were twitching intermittently. 

Kevin was lying on a table with nothing on, legs and arms apart and braced down with straps. 
He noticed a man standing there with a scalpel in his right hand and as he leaned over the table 
Kevin looked in the man’s eyes and the intention on the man’s face was clear. He was not here to 
slash his throat or scar his face. He was not here to surgically remove his heart or lungs or liver. He 
was here with only one thing in mind... 

‘No! Leave me alone!’ Kevin cried, as if protesting would stop it from happening. 

The man smelt terrible as if he had drunk a gallon of malt whisky. Kevin tried to wriggled his 
body in an attempt to free himself, but he soon realised it was no use. The only thing he could do 
was to lay helpless. He tried to say sorry, but even this simple word would not come out of his 
mouth. 

The man’s disgruntled face was crumpled into folds of a grey skin. His hands looked as if they 
had seen a fight that day. He started to lower his right hand holding the scalpel between three 
fingers like one would hold a pen. As the man’s hand got closer to his penis it stopped abruptly for 
a moment. Kevin could see the sweat forming above the man’s eyebrows. 

Somehow Kevin managed to say, “please, don’t, let me go!’ His eyes full of fear and confusion. 

Once again he tried to struggle but it was pointless. All he could do was to agonize over what 
was going to happen to him. Suddenly a dog started to bark and Kevin woke up, soaked in his own 
sweat. He sat up, breathing heavily, feeling somewhat relieved that it was just a bad dream. 

As he started to relax, something loud, something deadly happened. Two gunshots, one had hit 
the owner of the barn and the other his dog, leaving a cascade of blood which had sprung from an 
open wound in the man’s head. The sound of the shots echoed through the barn and drifted to the 
roof. At first Kevin thought that he was still dreaming but that was until he could smell the 
gunpowder. This was not a dream, this was really happening, he told himself. 

He peeped through a cracked and saw two mean-looking armed men carrying guns. For a 
confusing moment he genuinely thought it was the end of him and his instinct was to run and run he 
did. His feet, containing only a pair of socks, slapped on the ground as he hurried out of the barn 
towards the field surrounding it. He reached a small mud hut, inside which, was a spider hole 
camouflaged with bricks and dirt and covered with polystyrene and a carpet. He hid himself in it. 
As he stayed there, total fear racking his body, he thought, who can they be? They certainly didn't 
look like policemen. Chad must have sent two hit men to find him, he surmised. 

‘Seek him out.’ Kevin heard one man telling the other. ‘He can’t have gone very far.’ 

When the two gunmen could not find him, they left and Kevin lived to see another day. 
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When he was sure the hit men were gone, he came out of the hole and crept back to the barn. He 
was shocked to see an old man lying there in a pool of blood. He immediately gagged and clutched 
a hand to his mouth. The man’s body was still oozing blood which was running a river from his 
body to Kevin’s feet, soaking his socks. Kevin looked further ahead and saw a house which he 
presumed belong to the dead man. He trekked carefully towards it. As he got nearer, he peeped 
through the windows to see if there was anyone inside. When he was certain the house was not 
occupied, he went inside through the backdoor. He was starving and needed a drink and something 
to eat. He looked in the fridge, it was almost empty. He saw a can of beer which he quickly grabbed 
to quench his thirst. He saw a piece of bread lying on the kitchen table. He searched but couldn't 
find any butter. He finally decided to eat it dry. It was so hard he nearly broke his teeth. 

He ransacked the old man’s wardrobe and managed to find some fresh clothes to change into 
and a pair of trainers. Kevin opened a few drawers and saw a small box containing lots of coins 
with several notes. He helped himself to the money and took the man’s old SUV to make his get 
away. After negotiating a few curbs he was away down the street. For a long while he drove 
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through the streets of Essex with no fixed destination in mind. 

After hours of driving around, Kevin reached a depressed looking motel, that looked old and 
rickety, on the side of the main road. Without the neon sign flickering in red the words Welcome, it 
would have appeared to have been abandoned. 

After debating if he should spend a few days in this ill-kept place, he got out of the SUV and 
was immediately greeted by the owner of the motel. 

‘I need a room for a few days,’ Kevin said. 

‘You've come to the right place,’ the motel manager answered, and led him to his check-in 
counter. 

After Kevin was handed a key, he followed the directions he was given. His room was at the 
end of the building, far away from everyone else and contained nothing but a bed, a bamboo chair, a 
lamp and an ancient television. It was only slightly dirtier than the house next to the barn he had just 
left a while ago. He switched on the TV and checked the news but there was no mention of anything 
about him. « 


Chapter 15 


wearing red-coloured lace underwear underneath. With Chad gone to work, she was alone. 

Her mind drifted on to her friend Lydia, she could not believe she was dead. What was she 
_....1g with Kevin in his hotel room? She wondered. Were they having an affair and if so, why on 
earth would Kevin kill her? She struggled to understand. 

She picked up a magazine and began to flick through. She felt so relieved that she had finally 
told Chad about her affair. That was a big weight off her shoulders. Breaking off her illicit 
relationship with Kevin was the right thing to do, she’d told herself, and forced her mind back to 
other things. Now that Kevin was out of the picture, there was no reason to think about him 
anymore, she told herself. No reason at all. She had no intention of ever seeing him again. As far as 
she was concerned, he now belonged behind bars for his hideous crime. His declaration that he 
was in love with me was only the infatuation of a very foolish man, or one should say a murderer, 
she concluded. 

The thought that she had even entertained the idea of going to Paris with him and perhaps have 
never returned, made her shiver. Her thoughts lingered over his face one more time as she lay there, 
and she found herself wondering what her mother would think if she knew that she had cheated on 
her husband. 

Then her thoughts jumped on to children as her heart had always ached when she thought of 
babies. For years she had been unable to see a pregnant woman walk by without wanting to burst 
into tears. She had told Chad many times how bereft she felt for the lack of children and he kept 
making promises that, so far, he had not been able to keep. She wondered if the next seven years 
would be any different on that score. 


| n her bedroom, Amanda was stretched out on her large double bed in a red satin negligée, 


Amanda forced her mind and eyes to concentrate on the page of the magazine she was looking 
at, but she found it difficult to keep her eyes open. She felt an intense anger against herself for 
letting her thoughts take the turn they just had. She had violated the seventh law of God: Thou shall 
not commit adultery and got away with it. She should be grateful to her husband for being so 
understanding. She didn't have to think of what was missing in her life. She should be thinking of 
how to make up to Chad and rebuild her life with him. With the back of her hand, she wiped a tear 
from her cheek. She re-focused her eyes on the magazine when the phone rang and broke into the 
world she had escaped into. 

‘Yes.’ Who could it be she wondered? Maybe it is my mother, she had been worried about me, 
or maybe it’s Chad trying to find out if I am okay. 

‘Amanda?’ At first the voice was not familiar, and then suddenly her heart began to pound. 

“Yes.’ He could barely hear her. How did he get my number? She wondered. 

‘I... [need to see you.’ 
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‘Go away you murderer,’ Amanda shouted as loud as she could. 

‘I didn’t do it... you must believe me!’ Kevin shouted, his voice was trembling. His heart was 
pounding as hard as hers. What if she cuts me off? There was a long silence, and he was instantly 
terrified that she might have hung up the phone. ‘Are you there?’ he asked. 

‘Yes.’ It was as though she had lost her voice. Why would he kill my friend and then call me to 
say he didn’t do it? she asked herself. ‘I am here, Kevin.’ 

‘Please believe me. I’m not a murderer.’ 

‘If you didn’t do it then who did?’ she asked. 

“Your husband!’ Kevin replied. ‘He tried to shoot me too, but I managed to get away. I just 
wanted you to know that.’ 

That was all Kevin wanted to do, just to tell Amanda what had happened so that if those two hit 
men got to him she would know she was living with a murderer. 

“Where are you?’ Amanda asked, with a frown across her face. 

‘In a remote motel called Forest Lodge.’ He said with complete trust. 

‘T know it.’ 

‘What are you going to do? Are you coming down?’ Kevin asked. 

There was a long silence again between them. 

‘T don’t think I can,’ Amanda said sounding very serious. 

‘Why are you refusing to help me when it was you who got me in this mess in the first place?’ 
an angry Kevin lashed out, feeling desperate. 

‘I didn’t and don’t you call me again,’ Amanda shouted back, rejecting his accusation which she 
saw as absurd. She squeezed her eyes shut, denying what she was already beginning to believe. She 
hit the receiver down on the cradle and the line went dead, and seconds later she took the phone off 
the hook. 

There were tears in her eyes and she took a deep breath to calm herself down and then suddenly, 
not knowing why she did it, she put the phone back on its cradle, perhaps hoping Kevin would ring 
back. When she’d hung up the phone, her hand was trembling and she felt so dizzy that she had to 
close her eyes for a while. 

When she noticed Kevin did not ring back, Amanda got out of bed and slipped into some 
clothes. She tightened her belt around her waist, and brushed down her hair as quickly as she could. 
It was hanging long and heavy down her back. She lifted it and tied it in a knot. She hurried to her 
car, jumped behind the steering wheel and drove off. Her destination was the Forest Lodge Motel. 
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After an hour or so driving, she arrived at the motel. Standing in front of the motel manager, she 
stared at him. He stood as silent as she did for a moment, and then she told him who she had come 
to see. 

“You’ve just missed him. Fifteen minutes ago Mr. Sawyer settled his bill and took off in his 
SUV,’ the motel manager informed Amanda. 

‘Oh, no.’ Amanda uttered, looking very disappointed. ‘He didn’t happen to tell you where he 
was going?’ 

‘No, ma’am.’ He knew she was married because he had noticed a wedding ring on her finger. 
His eyes followed Amanda as she made her way back to her car. As he looked at her, he wondered 
why she had come to see Kevin. What connected them to each other? He asked himself. 

Amanda got back in her car. Once she had seated herself behind the steering wheel she gave out 
a big sigh before starting the car and hurried home wishing that Kevin would ring back. As she was 
driving she looked out of the driver’s window with a distracted expression and then quickly 
returned her eyes to the road in front of her making a big effort to concentrate on her driving. She 
kept hearing Kevin’s voice telling her, J didn’tdo it... I’m not a murderer... your husband is. 
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An hour after Amanda had arrived home, Chad came back from work. After giving Amanda a 
kiss on the cheek he went straight upstairs and got in the shower. When he came down, dinner was 
ready and they sat at the table together and started to eat. Amanda raised her head and noticed the 
look in Chad’s eyes change. He lingered on her for just that second longer and the intention on his 
face was something she had seen before, especially when he had something nice to tell her. 

‘Come on let’s have it. What good news have you got to tell me?’ Amanda said looking straight 
at her husband with anticipation in her eyes. 

“You young lady can give up work.’ 

Her eyes didn't waver from Chad’s. ‘What? You know I can’t do that.’ 

‘But you have to; if you are going to look after the baby you have always wanted.’ 

The mention of a baby had always brought tears to Amanda’s eyes. The difference this time was 
that it was tears of joy. It was going to happen after all, she said to herself. The expression on her 
face quickly changed to sadness. 

‘But we can’t.’ 

“Why not?’ 

“To raise a baby properly we need money. With your business being in the state it is...’ 

Chad was quick to interrupt her. ‘I’ve taken care of that.’ 

‘What? How?’ Don’t tell me you have won the lottery?’ she frowned. 

Chad shrugged. ‘You could see it like that if you like.’ 

‘Go on, I know you’re dying to tell me.’ As soon as she said the word dying her heart skipped a 
beat. 

‘I have gone into partnership with another garage.’ 

‘Oh, when did that happen?’ 

‘The merger was completed today. Business should start to pick up as we speak.’ 

‘This is wonderful news,’ Amanda said. ‘A little baby toddling around, can you imagine that?’ 

“Yes I can.’ Chad smiled broadly. 

Amanda leaned over, took her lips to his and deposited a gentle kiss. And then she pulled 
herself back and shook her head. With her head bowed she wondered whether she should have 
kissed him, as the voice of Kevin was telling her /’m not a murderer... your husband is. She looked 
up at him again, this time with the painful look of decision in her eyes. 

‘Oh, darling,’ Chad said, ‘if you only knew how much I love you.’ His voice was soft and 
gentle. 

Chad had told Amanda the best news she had been waiting for months—more money coming in 
and a baby. Wow! Should she throw away the chance of creating a new life whilst denying someone 
else from saving his? 

This was the baby she had longed for, the baby she had needed for the past seven years. The 
baby that would make her life complete. She felt her legs tremble underneath the table. 

Chad got off his seat and took Amanda’s hand leading her upstairs into the bedroom and sat her 
on the bed. ‘Amanda?’ he said, phrasing her name as a question, ‘let’s make a baby.’ She nodded 
slowly, with a small hesitant smile, and he quickly slipped off his clothes and lay beside her. He 
touched her tenderly with his mouth and his hands. She felt now as though she was dreaming. She 
gave herself to him completely. With the same eagerness Chad pressed his body against hers, as if 
he wanted his body to be inside hers. Their legs and arms intertwined, their lips pressed firmly 
against each other, until the final moment of their pleasure. When it was over, they lay there quietly 
next to each other. Chad looked at the woman he had always loved and had been willing to kill for. 

For an instant she was suddenly frightened. What had she done, and what would she do now? 
Would she denounce her husband? Would it be over? # 
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Chapter 16 


the life of a young 22-year-old girl. She was brought in after receiving a gun shot wound 

which had missed her heart by a whisker. Two policemen were posted around the clock 
-, ~-- -20m to guard her and no unauthorized personnel or member of the press were permitted to 
go near her without the express permission of Detective Inspector CJ Fairfield. CJ has had an initial 
chat with her and got her side of the story. 


D own at the Essex County General Hospital, surgeons had been working non-stop to save 
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Inspector Fairfield stepped away from his desk and was heading for the door when the phone 
rang. He cursed quietly, sloped back and lifting the receiver, he said: “Detective Inspector CJ 
Fairfield cannot take your call now. Please leave a message after the tone. Beep.’ 

A throaty voice said: ‘Thank heavens I’ve caught you in, Inspector Fairfield. My name is John 
Briggs. I am a reporter for the Essex Evening Star. Regarding this murder at The Royal Hotel, I 
have been sniffing around and I think you should know that Kevin Sawyer did not murder that girl, 
and I think you should work a bit harder on your answering machine impression.’ 

‘And what gave you this bright insight into this case?’ 

‘To start with, that waitress lied in her statement to the police.’ 

‘Is that so?’ 

‘Detective Fairfield, can we please meet and talk?’ 

CJ Fairfield thought for a moment and then said, ‘Sure. Why don’t you come down to the 
station?’ 

‘I should be there in twenty minutes or less.’ 

CJ Fairfield replaced the receiver on its cradle. 
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When you're a crime reporter like John Briggs, and he’ll be the first to tell you that, it's the bank 
heists, the payroll snatches, the celebrity blackmail victims who make the big headlines. The 
ultimate front pager is a good murder. Briggs had known Kevin for years and he knew he was not 
killer material. When he had heard his name being linked to The Royal Hotel shooting he was 
convinced it was a set-up which caused him to do some digging and see what he could find out. 
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What he had discovered would be of great interest to CJ Fairfield. At least, that was what Briggs 
believed. What he didn’t know was that CJ had already got the testimony of a very credible witness 
stating that Kevin Sawyer did not do the shooting. Any lead on who might have pulled the trigger 
would be of interest to him. So, however much he despised talking to the press he made a good 
move by agreeing to hear what Briggs had to tell him. 

Twenty minutes later, Briggs and CJ were talking to each other. CJ Fairfield had his notebook 
in front of him ready to jot down anything important Briggs had to say. 

‘On the phone you told me that you think that that waitress had falsified her deposition to the 
police. Tell me more.’ 

‘That waitress, Louise, was paid by a certain Chad Donaldson, to lie for him.’ 

“You don’t say. And who is Chad Donaldson?’ CJ asked. 

Briggs gave Inspector Fairfield the information he had gathered and left. 
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Amanda was getting ready to go out when she heard a knock at her door. When she opened it 
she saw two men standing there. 

‘Yes.’ She looked at them wondering what they could want. Amanda’s heart had dropped, 
sinking like a cement block into her stomach the moment she’d seen them. 

‘Are you Mrs. Amanda Donaldson?’ 

‘Yes.’ 

‘I am Detective Inspector CJ Fairfield and this is Karina, my assistant. We are from the Kent 
Police Homicide Department.’ 

Looking worried, she timidly shook hands with them. ‘Did you say Homicide Department?’ 
Amanda verified. 

‘Yes, madam, nothing to worry about, we just want to ask you a few questions,’ Inspector 
Fairfield said. 

She opened the door wider and invited them to come inside and took them through to the 
lounge. ‘Would you care to sit down?’ Amanda pointed to the sofa. 

‘Thank you, madam.’ 

When they were all seated CJ asked, ‘Do you know someone called Kevin Sawyer?’ 

‘Err... Yes, not very well.’ 

‘Do you know where he is?’ 

‘Nooo. In his house I would imagine.’ 

Karina who was listening attentively interjected. ‘Do you know where he lives?’ 

‘London... Isn’t it?’ 

“Your name and number was down on the address book on his phone.’ Karina revealed. 

CJ watching the expression on Amanda’s face said, “We have been trying to locate him.’ 

‘He is probably on the run. I heard on the news he killed my friend didn’t he?’ 

‘Oh, you knew the dead girl did you?’ 

“Yes. Lydia and I had been friends for a while.’ 

After a slight silence, ‘this Kevin and Lydia, were they girlfriend and boyfriend?’ 

‘Not that I was aware of,’ Amanda replied. “Did he kill her, Inspector?’ 

‘We don’t know yet for sure, but that’s what it looks like.’ 

‘In the news they say he did,’ Amanda rebutted. 

‘They don’t always get their facts right.’ CJ grinned. 

Amanda nodded thoughtfully. 

CJ, looking straight at Amanda asked, ‘When did you see him last?’ 

Amanda let out a puff and started to feel uncomfortable, her left fingers fidgeted with her hair 
whilst she said disjointedly, “Oh... se... several... days ago. He was a student... in my dancing 
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class.’ 

‘That would explain why he had your phone number... Do you always give your students your 
phone number?’ Karina asked. 

‘It is freely available on the documentation they receive.’ 

‘T see.’ 

“Your husband, has he ever met Kevin?’ 

Amanda hesitated for a moment, and then she nodded, ‘Once.’ 

“So he knew him?’ 

‘Not really. He’d turned up uninvited at his birthday party.’ 

‘Really? Did you send him away?’ 

Amanda shook her head and a strand of hair whipped into her face. With her arms crossed and 
her eyes looking at her feet, she sat in deep thought. There was a long silence. Karina and CJ 
continued to watch her demeanour. 

‘Err... I hope you find him.’ 

“So do we. Anyway, thanks for your time.’ 

Karina who was looking around noticed an antique Capodimonte porcelain bowl covered with 
a Cherub Cupid figurine lid. She could not resist picking it up and when she lifted the lid she found 
a wallet inside. She pulled it out, looked at it and then put it back again. 

‘That’s a nice place to keep a wallet,’ she commented whilst looking at Amanda. Referring to 
the figurine she said, ‘I have one similar to this at home. I hide my rings in it.’ She then put the 
figurine down carefully. 

CJ handed his business card to Amanda. ‘Take this and if you should remember anything... 
anything at all, just call me.’ 

They made their way out and Amanda watched them leave. She glanced quickly at the porcelain 
bowl and then went to close the front door. 

She immediately returned to the sideboard, opened the porcelain bowl and pulled out the wallet. 
She looked at it and knew her husband had never had one like it. What was it doing inside the bowl? 
she wondered. She looked inside the wallet and found the photograph she had given to Kevin. She 
knew immediately that the wallet belonged to him. Everything began to make sense to Amanda. ~ 
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Chapter 17 


“Two detectives came to our house yesterday,’ Amanda said. 
Chad raised his head and stared worriedly at Amanda. ‘Detectives... yesterday! 

What did they want?’ Chad couldn’t understand why she’d waited a day to tell him about it. 

Amanda took her time to answer. She took a sip of her tea, put the cup down on the table and 
said, ‘they were asking if I knew where Kevin was.’ 

Chad shook his head. ‘Oh.’ He lowered his eyes. Then locking his eyes on Amanda’s he asked, 
“Why should you know?’ 

‘That’s what I told them.’ 

Chad opened the bucket and took out two pieces of chicken legs and placed it out on his plate. 
He then took two more and put them on Amanda’s plate. He picked up the bag of chips and emptied 
some on his plate and gave the rest to Amanda. 

‘What else... err... what else did you tell them?’ 

‘They asked me if I knew Lydia... by the way the Inspector was looking at me, I guessed he 
already knew the answer, so I told them we were friends.’ 

“Why did they want to talk to you about them?’ He lifted his finger to adjust his spectacles. 

‘T guess Kevin had my name and number,’ Amanda said hesitantly. 

‘Why... why would he have your number?’ 

‘Because he was my student and all my students have my number.’ 

Chad eyes lingered on Amanda’s and then he took a bite at his chicken leg. 

A waitress came to clear their table as it was getting close to closing time. They got up and 
followed the other people out of the door. 


T he next day, Chad and Amanda were sitting in KFC having a meal. 
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Amanda and Chad left KFC, wandered around the park for a while before going to pay a visit to 
Amanda’s parents. As Mrs. Price opened the door she was very pleased to see them. Amanda put 
her left arm around her mother’s neck, pulled her closer and planted a strong kiss on her right 
cheek. 

‘Oh, I wish you could come more often,’ Mrs. Price said, and then she looked at Chad. ‘And 
how is my favourite son-in-law?’ 

Chad bent down and gave her a kiss on her cheek too. ‘I’m very well. Thank you, Mrs. Price.’ 

Although Amanda’s mother preferred Chad to call her by her first name, which was Dora, he 
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believed in calling his in-laws by their surname as he felt it showed more respect. Dora slowly 
moved out of the doorway to let them enter. Amanda’s father, Richard, was sitting in the lounge 
watching TV. At seventy-one years old, he didn’t stand as straight and tall as he used to, but he still 
had a full head of straight white hair, deep blue eyes, and a face tanned from years of working in the 
sun. After they had greeted each other they sat down and started to chat pleasantly. Later on when 
dinner was ready, Dora called upon Richard to carve the roast lamb. She knew Richard enjoyed 
doing it and he was very used to handling the electric carving knife she had bought several months 
ago. Once they were all seated, they ate and continued talking. 

‘So, how is business doing, Chad? Richard asked. 

Amanda cut in. ‘Since he went into partnership he is doing very well, dad.’ 

‘I didn’t know you had a partner?’ 

Chad explained. ‘It only happened a week ago. That was the only way to save the business.’ 

‘I guess you could now have that baby you have always wanted, Amanda?’ Dora said, looking 

at her. 

Amanda nodded. 

“You don’t look very happy at the prospect, how come?’ Dora probed. 

‘What do you want me to do, jump up and down?’ Amanda said with a grin. 

‘That would be a good start,’ Dora responded with a smirk on her face too. 

Amanda looked at Chad wearing a timid smile and she responded likewise. Then he adjusted his 
spectacles and continued with his eating. Suddenly he lifted his head; eyes and mouth tightly 
closed. He was having a disturbing vision of a body stuffed in a thick black polythene bag which 
had been fished out of a river. 

Amanda looked at him and asked, ‘are you alright, Chad?’ 

Chad opened his eyes and shook his head. ‘No. Can we go home now please?’ 

‘What is it? Don’t you feel well?’ Dora asked appearing quite concerned. 

‘Amanda, take him in the spare bedroom and let him lie down,’ Richard advised. 

‘No, no. Mr. and Mrs. Price, I just want to go home now.’ He got up and made his way to the 

car, and Amanda followed. 

Amanda got behind the steering wheel and drove home. 
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Down in the River Thames, a body had been found floating. CJ Fairfield and Karina had 
decided to pay Amanda another visit. When their car pulled up in the Donaldson’s driveway, 
Amanda was standing by the kitchen sink and Chad was helping her with the dishes. As they got 
out of their car the couple had lifted their heads and Amanda had immediately recognised who they 
were. She stopped her washing up and watched them approach the front door. When the door bell 
rang she went to open the door followed behind by Chad. 

‘Oh Mrs. Donaldson,’ Detective Fairfield said. ‘Sorry to bother you again.” He saw Chad 
standing there and he immediately extended his arm to shake his hand. ‘I’m Detective Inspector CJ 
Fairfield and this is Karina, my assistant, and we are from the Kent Police Homicide Department.’ 

All three shook hands. 

Addressing Chad, CJ said, ‘I’d like to talk to you for a few minutes. Can we go inside?’ 

‘Err... of course,’ Chad said and led them inside. 

‘Let me get to the point. We were here three days ago. I’m sure your wife must have told you. It 
was about Kevin Sawyer.’ 

“Yes, she mentioned something about it.’ Chad confirmed. ‘This was about him shooting Lydia 
in The Royal Hotel, yes?’ 

‘Well, yes.” There was a short pause. “We have now found his body floating in the River 
Thames.’ 


Both Amanda and Chad were taken aback by that news. ‘That’s dreadful,’ Chad uttered 
pretending to be quite affected, whilst Amanda was really shocked and lost for words. 

Turning to Amanda, CJ Fairfield asked, ‘When did you first meet him?’ 

‘I told you he was a student on my dancing course...’ 

Karina intervened. ‘But that was not the first time you two met, was it Mrs. Donaldson?’ 

Amanda’s throat suddenly felt dry. She glanced at Chad and quickly turned her face away. 
‘Err...’ she shook her head, ‘err... I was spending a weekend in London.’ 

“Can you be more specific?’ 

‘ Lydia and I went to a party in his house.” Amanda glanced at Chad and she could barely 
maintain eye contact. 

‘Yes, I know you were there,’ CJ said with a smirk on his face. 

‘T thought you did,’ Amanda said feeling drained. 

Turning to Chad, he asked, ‘Were you there too, sir.’ 

‘Yes... I joined them afterwards I believe,’ Chad said, lying through his teeth and immediately 
took his eyes off Amanda. The latter was very surprised to hear her husband’s answer. 

Looking at Chad, Karina cut in. ‘So you have met Kevin Sawyer too?’ 

Chad nodded. ‘Yeah.’ 

CJ Fairfield pulled out a photo from his pocket and showed it to Chad. ‘Is that him?’ 

Chad glanced at it and then said, ‘No, that doesn’t look like him at all.’ 

It’s probably not a very good picture. ‘What about you Mrs. Donaldson?’ CJ showed Amanda 
the photograph. 

As soon as she saw it she said, ‘yes, this is him,’ and then she quickly looked away. 

‘Do you own a shotgun, Mr. Donaldson?’ Karina asked. 

Chad looked at him for a moment before answering. ‘No. I wouldn’t even know how to use 
one.’ 

‘That’s interesting because police records show that you own one,’ CJ announced. 

Both Amanda and Chad looked stunned with their eyes fixed on CJ. There was a long pause. 
Then CJ decided to put them out of their misery. 

‘I know it is only a small one for clay pigeon shooting...’ 

Chad let out a big sigh and said ‘I thought you meant a real one to shoot people with.’ 

‘Aha.’ 

Then out of the blue, Karina said, ‘Kevin Sawyer had a crush on you Mrs. Donaldson.’ 

Chad gave the sergeant a big threatening stare. ‘Look, that’s enough. My wife and I are feeling 
tired. If you have no more questions, then please go.’ 

CJ looked at Karina and then addressing the Donaldsons he said, ‘No more questions.’ He put 
his hand in his inside coat pocket and pulled out a business card. As he was about to hand it to 
Chad, Amanda said, ‘we’ve already got one, thank you.’ 

‘Fine!’ CJ said, with a grin. 

Both policemen got up and walked to their car. Chad and Amanda stood by their front door and 
watch them drove away. 

After the investigating officers were gone, Chad went in the lounge whilst Amanda took herself 
upstairs and threw her body on the bed face down and began to cry. She was feeling remorseful for 
the death of Kevin. Could he have been telling her the truth that her husband is a murderer? Did 
her husband kill him and throw his body in The Thames? When she had discovered Kevin’s wallet 
hidden in the figurine she knew that her husband must have known about her adulterous affair 
before she had even confessed to him. Her head wanted to explode. 

Chad on the other hand was furious. He was promised by Ben Hawkins (the private investigator 
he had hired) that his henchmen would do a clean job on Kevin and now having been interrogated 
by CJ Fairfield, he got the feeling that the detective was not going to given up until he had got to the 
bottom of things. 
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Whilst he was thinking how he would manage the situation, his eyes fell on the figurine and he 
suddenly remembered that he’d hidden the lost wallet he’d found in the park in it. He went to 
retrieve it and found it was not there. There was only one person who could have found it, he told 
himself. 2 
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Chapter 18 


Amanda took a sip of her coffee and suddenly she fell to the floor unconscious. Chad swore 
violently under his breath when he saw Amanda’s body dropping to the floor. Chad picked 

up Amanda’s hand and felt for a pulse. When he found it, he moved his hands quickly down her 
body, searching for injuries. His mind started to panic when he found no visible signs of a problem. 
He lifted Amanda and carried her to the lounge and then lowered her gently down onto the sofa. He 
felt her forehead and almost fainted with relief when he saw Amanda’s eyes flicker. He realised she 
needed a doctor and quickly picked up the phone to call the surgery to ask for a house call. 

‘Stay still, Amanda. The doctor is on his way,’ Chad said quickly, soothingly. ‘Are you in any 
pain, Amanda?’ Chad asked gently. 

‘Pain?’ Amanda echoed, looking confused. ‘I’m fine. Why am I lying on the sofa?’ 

“You were lying on the floor in the kitchen just a moment ago.’ 

‘On the floor, why?’ 

The door bell rang. 

‘Ah, that must be the doctor.’ Chad went and opened the door. 

Amanda shook her head, and then had to stop as she felt dizzy. 

‘How do you feel, Mrs. Donaldson?’ Dr. McIntyre asked as he entered the lounge. 

‘I feel fine, just a bit tense,’ said Amanda. ‘The coffee made me feel sick.’ 

He asked her a few more questions and then a smile slowly formed over Dr. McIntyre’s face 
and then he laughed out loud. 

‘What’s so funny?’ Amanda asked, still trying to sit up. 

‘Lie still, Mrs. Donaldson. I think you’re pregnant.’ he said. ‘And don’t tell me you did not 
know.’ 

Amanda stared at the doctor’s face as the words sunk in. 

‘No. I didn’t.” Amanda said with mixed feelings of joy and sadness. 

‘Let me run a quick test to make sure.’ 

Moments later Dr. McIntyre confirmed his diagnosis. He looked at both of them and he could 
see neither Chad nor Amanda looked very excited with the news. 

Addressing Amanda, ‘You do want this baby, don’t you?’ 

Amanda nodded hesitantly. 

‘And how about you, Mr. Donaldson?’ 

He nodded too, whilst his eyes locked onto Amanda’s. 

‘Good. Since this is your first baby, let me explain a few things. Presently it is just a lot of cells. 
But all the nuclei are there to form a complete human being. After three months the embryo starts 
to become a person. It will respond to blows and loud noises.’ 


T he following day Amanda was sitting down in the kitchen with Chad having breakfast. 
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Amanda sat there, her eyes fixed onto Dr. McIntyre. ‘What about pain? Is it able to feel pain?’ 

‘Err...I don’t really know...I guess so. But it is protected with an amniotic sac.’ Dr. McIntyre 
was slightly puzzled about why Amanda had asked him that particular question. ‘It is possible that 
something can hurt it.’ 

Amanda lowered her eyes and stared at the floor. She was silent and in deep thought. 

Dr. McIntyre studied her for a moment and then said timidly, ‘Amanda, do you want to keep 
this baby? 

Amanda took a moment before saying, ‘Yes.’ Her voice was so faint that one could hardly hear 
her answer. 

‘Dr. McIntyre?’ Chad said. ‘What kind of diet should my wife have?’ 

‘That’s a very good question. Err... lots of protein and vitamins like milk, lean meat and fresh 
fruits.’ 

‘Thank you for coming so quickly Dr. McIntyre,’ Chad said. 

“You look after yourself now Mrs. Donaldson,’ Dr. McIntyre said, and turning to Chad he told 
him to look after his wife and then left. 
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For the next two days Chad and Amanda hardly said a word to each other. Chad could see 
that his wife was not as excited as he’d expected her to be, given that for years she had yearned for 
a baby. Amanda was not sure if she should have the baby. Her Mum Dora had come to visit her as 
usual and she was pleased that she would soon be a grandma. She made sure that her daughter 
drank as much milk as she could and brought her lots of fresh fruits to eat. Chad had, on many 
occasions, heard Amanda talking to the baby. She knew it was a boy. 

One day, unaware that Chad was standing on the doorway of the kitchen, Amanda took out a 
bottle of milk from the fridge. She poured herself a full glass and swallowed it down in one go. 
Rubbing her belly with her right hand she said to the baby: ‘I want you to grow to be strong... I 
want you to be healthy when I kill you.’ As soon as she had said that she turned round and noticed 
Chad standing there. They stared at each other and then Chad walked slowly towards her stopping 
only a few feet away from her. 

“What has the baby done to you?’ 

Amanda looked at him straight in the eyes and asked, ‘Did you kill Kevin?’ 

Chad stood there, silent. 

Amanda repeated her question. ‘Did you kill him, Chad?’ 

Chad remained silent. 

‘I think you did,’ Amanda concluded softly. ‘Jesus, why Chad? Why won’t you answer me? Did 
you know the day I decided to confess to you, three days before I had already broken up with him 
and had even got my boss to change my groups so that we would not see each other?... He was out 
of the picture, Chad, because I wanted you. It was always you I loved.’ 

Chad had heard enough. ‘Is that what you said when you were fucking him behind my back? 
How many times did you fuck him, once, twice or hundreds of times? Answer me?’ 

‘Chad...’ 

‘No, don’t Chad me. Not now!’ 

This time it was Amanda who stood there tongue tied, lips slightly apart and eyes fixed on her 
husband. 

“You were everything to me. I loved you from the moment I set eyes on you. I gave you a home. 
I promised you a family and I delivered on that. Why did you have to hurt me so? Was I that bad in 
bed that you had to find someone else to satisfy your lust? It’s you that I should have killed not him. 
First you cheated on me and now you want to kill our baby? What kind of person are you?’ 

An angry Chad, eyes filled with tears, looked at Amanda and she lowered her head wishing she 
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could erase her adulterous acts. 
‘I just don’t recognise you anymore,’ Chad said, and walked away to the lounge, leaving a 
distraught Amanda standing there consumed with shame. 
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After a week, Chad and Amanda were talking again, but not a lot, however, at least they were 
talking. Her belly was swelling more and more. Both of them were sitting on top of the stairs next 
to each other drinking a cup of tea. 

‘Is your mother coming round today?’ 

‘Yes.’ 

‘How about your dad?’ 

She shook her head. What she didn’t know was that Richard had heard some gossip that his 
daughter may have cheated on her husband and this had made him angry with her for being 
unfaithful with someone else whilst being married. If he knew it was true the offensiveness of it 
would have struck him like a smack across the face. In a fleeting moment he could hear himself 
calling his daughter a whore if it should come to pass that she had behaved in such a scandalous 
manner. Not wanting to know the truth he had kept away from her. 

Amanda’s mother though had continued to be supportive to her daughter and came round 
regularly to help her cope with the pregnancy. 

Chad’s business following the merger of his garage was doing much better than he could have 
wished for. Amanda, having given up her job as a dancing teacher, had plenty of time on her hands 
which had led her to start doing some gardening to pass the time. 
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As the weeks went by, when the baby was not giving her a hard time, and Chad was not 
working, they shared hours together, both doing their utmost to keep the affair of Kevin out of their 
mind. They had a baby coming to concentrate their energy on and they needed to rediscover each 
other if they were going to make it, as successful parents. Perhaps this time they would discover 
more than they had in their previous years together. In both cases the stress they went through had 
been overwhelming, yet it had prodded each of them in different ways. But the relationship between 
them was still very fragile, and they were both afraid. Amanda was terrified to create the same 
cataclysmic disaster, and Chad was wondering if and when Inspector CJ Fairfield would come for 
him. Whilst he was sitting in his conservatory dwelling on that very thought, and Amanda was 
doing her gardening just a few feet away from him, when they heard a police siren. They looked at 
each other, with fear written all over their faces. The noise got louder as the police car seemed to 
get nearer. Their hearts started to pound. Their pulses racing, their breathing got heavier. There 
were even drops of sweat starting to appear on Chad’s forehead. Amanda started to feel sick. 
Suddenly, the siren noise began to fade away as the police car passed their house and disappeared 
down the road. 2 


Chapter 19 


make sure that everything was going well with her pregnancy. Normally she would make 


| manda had decided to pay her doctor a visit at his surgery for a check-up. She wanted to 
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an appointment but on this occasion she’d decided to make use of the drop-in facility that 
the surgery had recently introduced. 

The surgery was only five minutes away from where Amanda lived but she’d decided to drive 
there anyway. She made sure she got there as early as possible so that she wouldn’t have too long to 
wait. However, when she arrived at the surgery and saw the number of people already waiting, she 
wished she’d made an appointment and wanted to turn back but as she was already there she stayed 
and waited her turn. Whilst waiting she picked up a magazine and flicked through it aimlessly to 
while away the time. After twenty minutes or so she saw her name flash on the electronic board 
asking her to report to Room D. She immediately made her way there. When she got to the door, on 
her very first knock she heard a voice telling her to come in. It was of course the voice of Dr. 
McIntyre. 

As she entered the room she saw Dr. McIntyre sitting behind his desk. He immediately stood 
up, shook her hand and whilst pointing to a chair next to his desk, told her to take a seat. 

“Now Mrs. Donaldson, have you been looking after yourself?’ 

‘I have doctor, or at least I think I have,’ Amanda said with a smile on her face. 

‘Good, good, good. So what can I do for you today?’ 

Amanda hesitated for a moment then she said, ‘Well I thought I would come and see you so that 
you can reassure me that everything is going well.’ 

‘That’s very sensible,’ Dr. McIntyre said. ‘Please could you go and lie down on the couch?’ 

Whilst Amanda was getting on the couch, Dr. McIntyre moved to his sink, washed his hands 
and dried them thoroughly. He then approached Amanda and started to examine her, first with his 
hands then with his stethoscope. When he had finished taking her blood pressure, pulse and 
respiration and temperature, he told her that everything looked fine and told her she could get off 
the couch. He once again went to the sink, washed and dried his hands before re-taking his place 
behind his desk. 

“You have nothing to worry about Mrs. Donaldson. Both you and the baby seem to be doing 
well. Continue doing what you are doing and everything should go as planned.’ 

‘Talking about planning doctor, can you tell me when the baby is due, I mean a date.’ 

‘Oh, didn’t I tell you that. Silly me! Wait a moment please,’ Dr. McIntyre said. He checked his 
records on the computer and then said, ‘I estimate that you should give birth to a beautiful baby boy 
on or around 29" of June.’ 
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Amanda frowned. ‘Are you sure you don’t mean 29th of July doctor?’ 

Dr. McIntyre checked his records again and said, ‘no, no, give or take a few days, 29" of June.’ 

‘Oh!’ Amanda murmured softly and she stared at the floor, deep in thought. 

Noticing Amanda’s troubled expression, Dr. McIntyre asked, ‘Is there a problem Mrs. 
Donaldson?’ 

Amanda lifted her head, looked at the doctor and said, ‘Err... I’m not sure... you see the day I 
collapsed and you came to see me and told me I was pregnant, I used that date to calculate when I 
would have the baby.’ 

‘Why?’ 

‘Because a week before that I had unprotected sex with my husband so that we could start a 
family.’ 

‘And the time before?’ 

“Well, my husband and I had always used protection...then suddenly she remembered... Oh my 
God, no. It can’t be!’ Amanda burst into tears. 

Dr. McIntyre picked up a tissue, handed it to Amanda and waited for her to calm down. When 
he found that she was ready to listen, he explained. 

“You see Mrs. Donaldson, when I did the pregnancy test at your house; it indicated that you 
were already five weeks pregnant.’ 

‘It can’t be... you must have made a mistake,’ Amanda insisted. 

‘Mrs. Donaldson, can I ask you when you last saw your period?’ 

Amanda thought for a while and then burst into tears again. Then in-between sobs she said, 
“When I last had unprotected sex with my husband, I had not seen my period for over a month,’ and 
she quickly added, ‘but my periods have never been regular so I didn’t think much about it.’ 

‘’m sorry to have to ask you this Mrs. Donaldson, are you saying that you have had sex with 
your husband before, but it was always protected, until that week before I saw you!’ 

Amanda nodded slowly, as she sniffed and wiped her nose with a tissue. 

Dr. McIntyre looked at his computer screen and then turned to Amanda. ‘I see here that you are 
not on the pill, so I assume you were using another form of contraception?’ 

‘My husband always uses condoms.’ 

‘Then the only thing that must have happened sometime before, is that one of the condoms must 
have been faulty,’ Dr. McIntyre concluded. 

Amanda shook her head. 

‘IT know you think this is impossible, but it does happen you know?’ 

‘No, you don’t understand,’ Amanda said, softly. 

Dr. McIntyre sat back, gazed at Amanda for a while and then leaned forward, with his right 
hand on her left shoulder, he asked, ‘Is there something that you’re not telling me?’ 

Amanda glanced briefly at Dr. McIntyre’s face and then quickly looked away saying, ‘I slept 
with someone else.’ Her voice was so low that one could just about hear what she’d said. 

The doctor was surprised. He had known the Donaldsons for a number of years and he had 
always admired how two people with fifteen years difference between them could be so happy 
together. He also knew Amanda’s parents and knew them as a decent respectable family, religiously 
minded and regular church goers. 

‘Does your husband know?’ 

‘Yes,’ she nodded slowly. ‘I told him about it and he had forgiven me. Soon after his business, 
which was not doing so well, picked up so we decided to have a baby that he knew I’d always 
wanted... He thinks the baby is his and so did I.’ 

‘I see.” Dr. McIntyre was lost for words. 

‘Doctor is there any chance that the baby could be my husband’s?’ 

After a long silence he shook his head and said, ‘well there is always a possibility that the test 
indicator got the date wrong... but I must say in all my years practicing medicine, I have never 
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known it to give the wrong results.’ 

There was a long silence. 

‘Now here are your options: you tell your husband now about the possible scenario and we can 
then do what we call a prenatal paternity test or we can wait until the baby is born and then we can 
do a paternity test if the situation demands it.’ 

Amanda thought for a moment then asked, ‘If we do this prenatal paternity test, will it identify 
for certain whether my husband is the father of my baby?’ 

‘Yes. But besides the ethical and moral issues involved, including the risks of an invasive test 
we would need the consent of your husband.’ 

‘The consent of my husband,’ Amanda frowned, whatever for? Why does he have to know 
anything?’ Amanda raised her voice. 

‘Because, Mrs. Donaldson, in order to carry out the tests required, we would need blood 
samples from your husband.’ 

“What are those tests you need to carry out?’ 

“Let me explain. A baby inherits DNA from both its parents. In your case it would be you and 
your husband. Prenatal paternity tests involved looking at samples containing: 

1. Your husband’s DNA 

2. Your DNA, and 

3. Your unborn baby’s DNA 

This means your husband and you, each have to provide a sample containing your DNA so it 
can be analysed. For example, this can be a sample of cheek cells from inside the mouth or a blood 
sample.’ 

Amanda interrupted. ‘But the baby is not born yet, how would my baby provide the sample?’ 

“You, Mrs. Donaldson, will provide it. We will take fluid from your womb (amniotic fluid) 
containing cells from the baby, or tissue from the placenta.’ 

‘This sounds quite invasive?’ 

‘Unfortunately, it is. We collect a sample of fluid by inserting a needle through your abdomen, 
which in medical jargon we call an amniocentesis. A sample of tissue from the placenta is collected 
by passing a needle through the wall of your abdomen, or passing a small tube through your vagina 
and the neck of the womb (cervix). This procedure we call chorionic villus sampling (CVS).’ 

Amanda shook her head. “All this sounds dangerous to me.’ 

‘Amniocentesis and CVS have a small risk of miscarriage,’ Dr McIntyre confirmed. After a 
short pause he added, ‘this is what I think you should do. I will arrange for you to see our resident 
midwife who will go through everything slowly with you again, answering all your questions and 
help you to consider the issues involved as well as advising you again about the risks for you and 
your unborn baby. I would also like to arrange counseling for you and your husband, but this would 
be better after you have spoken to him.’ 

Amanda sat there totally numbed looking horrified. She knew that after what had already 
happened, mending her relationship with her husband was going to be an uphill struggle, she really 
didn’t need yet another spanner in the works. 2 


Chapter 20 


She had called ahead telling him that she was coming. When she arrived there, she found 


| manda had not talked to her father for quite a while and she’d decided to go and visit him. 
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no one in, with a note stuck on the back door saying gone for coffee, won’t be long, Dora. 

. -.~.1a took the spare key from the pot plant and let herself in to waiting for her dad to come. 
When Richard Price arrived from town around 2 o'clock the same afternoon, he found Amanda 
sitting in his lounge looking worried. As she saw him entering the room, she rose from her chair 
and hugged him, and as she pulled away their eyes met again, and he saw that her eyes were red. 
After crying her heart out at the surgery and afterwards, she could not disguise the way her eyes 
looked. Now she stood looking very tired and distressed in a black wool dress and black stockings 
making her looked as if she was grieving. Her hair pulled back severely, her eyes huge and almost 
gouged into the ghostly pale face. When he glanced at her she was bereft of jewellery except for the 
heavy gold wedding ring she had worn for seven years on her left hand. 

‘Dad,’ she said as she looked at her father. 

He knew from her voice that something was desperately wrong, more than just the death of her 
best friend. There was something about it that she had not yet revealed to him. 

“Amanda, I'm very sorry to hear about your friend was killed in such a horrible manner.’ He 
unbent a little and settled himself in a chair next to hers. ‘Have the police found out who did it yet?’ 

She said absolutely nothing, staring at the wall and holding tightly to his hand. ‘I don't think 
so.” 

‘Did the police talk to you?’ He stared at her face and began to frown. 

Amanda nodded. ‘Yes. But they wanted to know more about the guy she was with.’ 

‘Do you know the guy she was with?’ 

‘Kevin was a student of mine. A few weeks ago the police came by the house to say that they 
had fished out his body from the River Thames.’ 

‘Serves him bloody right for shooting that girl like that!’ 

‘But dad, I don’t think he did it!’ 

‘How do you know?’ His voice was suddenly filled with suspicion and she couldn't bear to 
look him in the eye. 

‘He had called me and told me.’ 

“Why would he do that?’ 

‘Because I was his dance teacher and he needed someone to be on his side.’ 

Her father nodded. 

‘Did you try to help him?’ 

‘I did. He told me he was in a hiding place in a motel, but when I went there he had gone.’ 
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‘Does Chad know anything about this?’ 

She shook her head. ‘No.’ 

“You shouldn’t keep things like that from him you know.’ But still he found something odd 
about the look on his daughter's face. 

As she sat there she was seriously thinking of not telling him, but she also knew that it was 
pointless to lie to him. Knowing her father, she was certain he would engage in conversation with 
everyone, his wife, Chad... accidentally or on purpose he would discover the truth. Dr. McIntyre 
had already agreed with her to say absolutely nothing about the possibility of the baby not being 
Chad’s, but since she had to decide when to tell Chad about her conversation with her doctor, 
sooner or later everything would come out. 

‘Dad.’ Slowly she turned to face him, and at last she met his eyes. ‘I have cheated on him.’ She 
closed her eyes tightly for a moment, gripped her chair, opened her eyes again, and went on. “Yes, 
dad, I cheated on Chad.’ Her voice was barely audible as he looked at her, not wanting to 
understand what she was trying to say. ‘Err... he knows about it... in fact he knew about it before I 
had confessed to him... and... he has forgiven me.’ She faltered as tears filled her eyes and a sob 
clutched her throat. 

‘What are you trying to tell me?’ Richard stared at his daughter, not moving at all in his chair. 

‘T'm telling you that...” Amanda took a big gulp of air. ‘The baby I am having is not Chad’s.’ 
She finally got it out clearly. 

Her father looked horrified, but slowly he nodded. My God, whose is it? 

‘Kevin’s.’ 

‘Who the hell is Kevin... then he remembered... you don’t mean the Kevin who murdered 
your friend Lydia, do you?’ Richard shouted. 

Amanda nodded slowly. 

‘But dad, I didn’t know he’d got me pregnant.’ 

“You didn’t know!’ Richard raised his voice again. 

‘I mean, not until Dr. McIntyre told me today.’ 

‘Does Chad know the baby is not his?’ 

‘T haven’t told him yet. That’s why I came to see you.’ Tears were running down her cheeks. 

‘My God, I always thought you behaved like a slut but I never knew you were crazy. Couldn’t 
you have used protection? What possessed you to play away? Didn’t you realise you are a married 
woman? You stood at the altar, took a vow promising to be faithful...’ He prepared to go on but 
Amanda leapt from her chair, looking as though she was about to scream. 

‘Stop it, dad! Stop! I couldn't help it. Nobody could!’ 

Richard looked furious as he watched Amanda from his chair. But Amanda shook her head, 
once again looking broken and bereft. 

‘Tam so sorry, dad. It was a bad mistake on my part.’ 

‘A mistake that will surely cost you your marriage,’ said Richard, still feeling quite angry. 

Their eyes met and held for a long time. As if he sensed something more that she hadn't told 
him, he narrowed his eyes as he watched her. Is there more, Amanda? Something you haven't told 
me? 

Amanda looked woefully at her father, feeling not like a woman but more like a child. 

‘If there is more, let’s have it now!’ He put horrible emphasis on the words and she took a deep 
breath then replied. 

‘T think Chad murdered Lydia and then Kevin.’ 

‘What?’ Richard wanted to explode but did his best to keep calm. 

Amanda sensed her father’s anger. She looked at him, her face an agony of self-recrimination 
that told its own tale. 

‘And I think that Detective CJ Fairfield knows it too.’ 

Richard shook his head. ‘If the police knew, they would have arrested him already,’ said 
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Richard. His voice rose worryingly. 

Amanda sat there unable to see her way clear of the obstacles before her. 

‘My God, we have a big problem on our hands. Do you understand that?’ 

Amanda nodded as she took note of the word we her father had used, indicating that he was 
willing to help her. 

‘We need to talk to Chad,’ Amanda’s father said. He looked at his daughter with mixed 
feelings of revulsion and pity. 

‘Dr. McIntyre said he could do a prenatal paternity test now or wait until the baby is born then 
decide accordingly.’ 

‘To carry out a prenatal paternity test you have to tell Chad and have his consent.’ 

“That’s what Dr. McIntyre said.’ 

‘If you keep quiet until the baby is born it buys us time. Time to slowly inject the possibility, 
that the baby may not be his and reduce the impact of the shock.’ 

‘Are you sure that the baby is not Chad’s?’ 

‘Dr. McIntyre said that there is almost no chance of the test being wrong.’ 

Amanda stood up and walked towards the window. The worst was over now. She had managed 
to enlist the help of her father. He now knew the truth. He couldn't say anything more. It was all out 
in the open, her deceit, her infidelity, the baby that might be Kevin’s, instead of her husband’s. 

‘Promise me that you are not going to do anything stupid again to make the situation worse.’ 

‘I promise, dad.’ Amanda turned to face her dad again. I have been trying hard to rebuild my 
relationship with Chad.’ 

‘That’s good,’ Richard said with a nod and a light smile. 

There was slight relief on Amanda’s face. The tears were gone, the shakes had disappeared. 

Richard drawing himself to his full height faced his daughter. “Although you have disgraced 
me, and in my heart I should disown you, because you are my only daughter and for the sake of 
your mother, I will do whatever I can to give you the support you need, but only this once.’ He 
looked and sounded earnest. ‘Oh, don’t tell your mother anything about what we have been talking 
about.’ 

As Amanda was walking out to go home, Richard said, ‘One more thing, you have often 
reminded me that you're a grown woman. A stupid one, an immoral one, but grown up you certainly 
are. So from now on stop your whoring. Be decent, to me, to your mother, and to your husband. 
After the baby is born we will take whatever action is needed. In the meantime I will try to work on 
Chad. Be careful what you say to that Detective Fairfield if he should come around sniffing again. 
If Chad is taken to prison, it will most likely be for double murder and he will surely be sentenced 
for life. For your sake and the sake of the baby, let’s hope this doesn’t happen. As for what you 
have done young woman, you will have to live with for the rest of your days.’ 

Amanda kept silent. 

He accompanied his daughter solemnly to the door and they hugged each other. ‘I won't 
discuss this with your mother and neither should you.’ 

As he stood there and watched Amanda leave, a small tear slid slowly down her face which she 
quickly wiped off. 2 


Chapter 21 


had had to do since she’d got married. Her father had always been quite strict with her 

but he had always been there for her whenever she had needed him. Despite his hard 
dtd nd his initial tendency to be harsh he could also be quite gentle and a softy at times. She 
was delighted she went to him otherwise she wouldn’t have had the foggiest idea about how to 
approach her dilemma. 

She managed to get home and prepare a nice meal for Chad before he came back from work. 
When he got home and saw Amanda in the kitchen, dressed in black, he stood there, motionless for 
several minutes, and then moved slowly towards her and kissed her on her neck, then her cheek. He 
passed his hand gently on her belly. 

‘And how is my baby doing today.’ 

‘He has been quite good.’ 

‘Did you go out?’ 

‘Yes. I paid Dr. McIntyre a visit then passed home to see my father and came back.’ 

‘How is the old fox, then?’ 

‘If you mean my dad, he is fine.’ 

“What did Dr. McIntyre have to say?’ 

‘He was quick, as he had a lot of patients to see. He checked me out and said mother and baby 
are fine.’ 

‘That’s nice to know.’ 

Chad picked up the newspaper, scanned through and then went to have his shower. He was 
pleased that their lives were slowly getting back to normal, although he acknowledged there was 
quite a long way to go. Their lovemaking the night before was tame but satisfying. One of the 
worries that he was having difficulty shaking off was what it would mean to Amanda if Detective 
CJ Fairfield should trace the death of Lydia and Kevin to him. He had been keeping a close watch 
on what the papers had to report. There was a brief report on a press conference that CJ Fairfield 
had given covering the shooting at The Royal Hotel and the discovery of Kevin’s body in the 
Thames. There was nothing in the report that Chad didn’t already know. 

Two nights before, Chad, unnoticed, watched Amanda burn the lost wallet that he had hidden 
inside the figurine which had mysteriously disappeared and wondered why she had not confronted 
him with it. He tried to imagine how she would have felt about her discovery and he shuddered to 
himself as he dialled the phone to call Ben Hawkins, whom he had been trying to reach for weeks. 
It had taken Ben several minutes to answer the call, and when he did, his voice sounded like he was 
in a hurry. But at his end, when he’d picked up the receiver and heard Chad’s voice, he felt a shiver 


| eeting her father and discussing her situation had been one of the hardest things Amanda 
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run through him. It was a brutal reminder of how sloppy his henchmen could be at times, especially 
after he had reassured Chad that it would be a neat job. 

‘Ben?’ Chad’s voice was cracking and it was obvious that the line was bad. ‘I’ve got two 
detectives on my arse.’ 

‘They’ve got nothing on you Chad... they are just following leads... don’t worry, its routine 
police work,’ Ben said. And then after a moment's pause, ‘Are you all right?’ 

‘A bit shaky.’ Chad spoke very quietly in order not to be heard by Amanda. 

‘Just keep cool, man,’ Ben advised. He couldn’t wait for the call to end as his two henchmen 
were standing there wearing an expression of impatience on their face as they waited to be paid. 

The call ended and Chad sat on the stairs with the phone in his hand and closed his eyes. It was 
obvious that he was quietly petrified. He was consumed with the fear of being caught for his 
misdeeds on Lydia and his indirect involvement with the death of Kevin. 

When he came down for dinner, Amanda was already waiting for him. He took his seat and 
they started to eat. Amanda noticed that Chad was awfully quiet. 

‘Is business okay, Chad?’ 

“Yes. Couldn’t be better,’ he said. He sounded like a robot and she was suddenly frightened. It 
sounded as though he was overly tired or worse yet, as though he was in some kind of trouble. 

“You are not worried, are you?’ Amanda decided to probe. 

‘Can we not talk about it please?’ 

‘As you wish!’ Amanda felt it was best not to push. 

What can I do to ease his mind and cheer him up? She struggled to think. She was quietly 
scared about what would happen if her husband was taken away and locked up. He would get life, 
her father had said. How would she cope with the baby and all? 

When dinner was over, Chad went in the lounge and Amanda stayed in the kitchen loading the 
dishwasher with the glasses, plates and cutlery. She filled both sinks, one with hot and the other 
with cold water to deal with the pots and pans. After she had cleaned the tables and replaced the 
table cloth, she mopped the kitchen. By the time she was done in the kitchen and went in the lounge 
to sit with Chad he was fast asleep on the sofa. She stared at him in stupefaction. She woke him up 
and took him upstairs. Once he was in bed, she went to get herself ready for bed. Minutes later she 
was in bed too. She couldn’t sleep because her mind was occupied with all kinds of negative 
thoughts. If Chad should end up in prison, and there was every possibility he would, and she also 
knew it would be for a very long time, she would never forgive herself. Her adulterous conduct 
would remain always an ugly moment she would never be able to forget. All that Amanda knew 
was that she had to stand by her husband whatever happened. So that he would know she really 
loved him. She knew that whatever she had done was bad indiscretion on her part and whatever he 
had done in retaliation, was to protect what he saw was his; and no other man had the right to try to 
take it away from him. She turned her head to look at Chad. She wanted to touch his face but she 
was frightened of waking him up, instead she just watched him, a look of anguish in her own eyes. 
After switching off the light, she turned on her side with her back towards him, pulled her knees 
close to her chest and closed her eyes. 


28 2K ok 


Down at the Essex County General Hospital, the 22-year-old girl police had been guarding had 
to be taken back to the operating theatre following unexplained heavy bleeding. Unfortunately this 
time surgeons were not able to save her. Her name was none other than Lydia Cunningham, whom 
everyone, except her parents, thought was dead but this time she really was. Despite the fact that 
she lived long enough to tell her side of the story to Detective Inspector CJ Fairfield which would 
have definitely cleared Kevin, she did not manage to save him. CJ’s had lost his only true witness. 
All he was left with was the statement of a dead girl. 
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As soon as the body was released, a very private funeral was held. However, there were well 
over a hundred people in the pews of the little church. Amanda sat in the front pew with her mother 
and father and next to Lydia’s parents. There were tears on the cheeks of Lydia’s father, and 
Lydia’s mother sobbed openly for the loving daughter she adored. In the pew immediately behind 
them were half-dozen relatives. Lydia’s brother and two of her sisters, plus her three cousins, sat 
next to Chad, who was also present. It was Chad who sat dry-eyed throughout the funeral, staring 
blindly at the coffin covered in a blanket of white roses. Standing right at the back, were Detective 
Inspector CJ Fairfield and Karina constantly looking at Chad. 

Amanda couldn’t believe that she had lost a good friend and she would never see her again. As 
she sat there stiffly, listening to the music, the tears began to flow slowly, rolling pitifully down her 
cheeks until they fell silently onto her delicate hands which were folded on her lap. She never 
moved once during the entire ceremony. 

Chad never did like Lydia that much as he always felt she was a bad influence on Amanda. 
However for a very brief mad moment he felt this unexplained urge to jump up and tell the 
congregation that he had shot her by mistake. He knew that wouldn’t be wise and silently he 
reminded himself of that fact. Lydia just happened to have been in the wrong place at the wrong 
time and had paid dearly. 

When it was over, Amanda and Chad followed the others to the cemetery in silence. At the end 
of the prayer said by the priest at the gravesite, Lydia’s parents glanced at her grave knowing they 
would never see their daughter again. 

As Amanda and Chad were walking to their car, their eyes hit on CJ and Karina who were 
looking straight at Chad as if saying to him, we are coming for you. Amanda and Chad got in their 
car and drove back to their house in silence, and Amanda went straight to her bedroom. Lydia had 
been a good friend to her and covered for her many times. She didn’t think she would feel so 
affected by the loss of a dear friend. If she was not carrying a baby and had a bottle of pills, she 
would have taken them. Chad could see that Amanda didn’t want to speak and gave her some space. 

At seven o'clock that day, Amanda came downstairs to ask Chad what he wanted to eat. He 
looked at her gently, and Amanda looked at him with empty eyes. 

‘I don’t feel hungry, but let me prepare something for you Amanda,’ Chad said. 

‘I don’t feel hungry either,’ she replied. 

Amanda took a drink and returned back to bed. Later on Chad followed. # 
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Chapter 22 


pains. She was getting agitated and praying that the baby wouldn’t look like Kevin. Just in 

case it did she had prepared herself to face the consequences that would follow. For seven 
szvusuiw She had moved like a robot. Her movements had been very meticulous, what she had said to 
Chad had been very carefully thought through before letting a word out of her mouth. She had done 
her very best to give Chad no reason to be displeased with her. She had complemented Chad on the 
tenderness he had shown her in the bedroom, outside it and during the entire period of her 
pregnancy. As soon as Chad had come home from work, she had given him all the attention he 
needed. When he was not around she frequently took a solitary walk in the nearby park, and 
discouraged anyone insisting on accompanying her or anyone trying to hold a friendly conversation 
with her. It was her way of preventing herself from getting into any situation that might lead her 
astray. The two people she kept in very close contact with, was her mum and dad. 

On 29% June, just as Dr. McIntyre had predicted, a beautiful baby boy was born at 6.10 in the 
evening. Chad wanted to be present, but Amanda didn’t want him in the room. When the midwife 
had handed her the baby to hold for the first time, she stared at the baby. It weighed six and a half 
pounds, and was eighteen inches long. Her eyes were locked onto the baby’s greyish-blue eyes. She 
panicked as she knew that Chad has dark blue eyes. The midwife quickly reassured her that the true 
eye colour would only be known after a few months. She tried to look at any physical signs that 
would give her a clue if the baby was more like Chad or Kevin such as the shape and position of the 
ears, and she noticed that her baby’s ears were bent easily and remembered that Chad’s ear, with 
which she had played many times, felt firmer. She took comfort that the skin of her baby was a nice 
pink but that told her nothing. She couldn’t see any obvious signs that would alarm Chad, and 
decided to enjoy the nice feeling of holding her newborn child. 

As soon as it was permitted, both sets of parents and Chad including other relatives were there 
at the bedside congratulating the couple and taking pictures of the little one in the arms of Amanda, 
then Chad and the grand parents. Chad and Amanda holding the baby posed for a picture for their 
album. 

Unexpectedly a nurse approached Chad and whispered into his ear that there were two 
detectives at Reception wanting to have a word with him. Amanda’s father, Richard, who was 
standing close to Chad, overheard what the nurse had said. Chad looked at Richard and then left the 
maternity ward to meet with the detectives and Richard followed. 

“Where have they both gone?’ Amanda asked, looking worried. 

‘Tam sure they’ll soon be back,’ Amanda’s mum reassured her daughter. 

Nevertheless Amanda looked nervous. She had the feeling that something was wrong. She 


QO ne month into the summer, June 28" to be precise, Amanda was experiencing labour 
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feared that the inevitable had finally caught up with Chad. Fifteen minutes later Richard returned to 
the maternity ward looking gloomy. 

“Where is Chad?’ Amanda asked 

Richard looked at his daughter and without being told anything she instinctively knew what 
had happened. 

‘They’ve taken him away, haven’t they dad?’ 

He nodded slowly. She screamed, she was in such a state of hysteria that the doctor came 
needed to sedate her. 


38 28 2k 


Down at the police station Detective Inspector CJ Fairfield was holding an identity parade. In 
the line up were Chad Donaldson and four other men. 

CJ was standing in a room fitted with a two-way mirror, and he was next to an old woman—a 
cleaner, who had been on duty at The Royal Hotel the day Lydia Cunningham, was shot. The 
woman claimed that she saw the man who left the hotel with a shotgun in his hand. 

Pointing to the mirror, CJ said, ‘Okay, madam in a moment five men are going to walk into the 
room. You will be able to see them but they won’t be able to see you. I want you to take a good look 
at each of them, see if you can identify the man that you think you saw with the shotgun leaving 
The Royal Hotel on the day of the shooting.’ 

The old woman nodded. ‘Right,’ and she looked straight at the mirror. 

‘Here we go,’ CJ pressed a button on an intercom and said, ‘Sergeant send them in please.’ 

Karina asked the five men to come into the room, one by one, and line themselves against a 
wall next to each other. Above each of their heads was a specific number, plus a measuring gauze 
showing 4ft 0 inch graduating to 6ft 6 inches! Chad Donaldson was the 4" one in the line-up. 

CJ glanced at the old woman. ‘I know you’re nervous. Just take your time madam.’ 

The old woman looked and then said, ‘I’m not sure, it was dark...’ 

‘Take a look at each of them and see if any of the faces ring a bell,’ CJ said. 

‘It was definitely Number 3,’ she said. 

‘Are you sure?’ CJ asked. 

“Yes, I am sure. It was Number 3.’ 

“Why don’t you take another look?’ 

‘Err... it could be Number 5... no, wait a minute. In fact I am sure it was Number 5.’ 

‘A moment ago you were sure it was Number 3?’ 

‘Well now I am saying Number 5,’ the woman maintained. 

CJ thanked the old woman for coming and sent her away. Apart from Number 4, two of the 
others were police officers and two were office workers. 

Unable to obtain a positive identification, Chad Donaldson was released but CJ told him not to 
leave town. 
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When Amanda opened her eyes, the people around her looked blurry. She could see Chad’s 
face and thought she was having a bad dream and began to scream again. The midwife who was by 
her side was quick to reassure her and she managed to calm her down. 

‘Chad is that really you?’ 

“Yes sweetheart,’ Chad said softly holding her hands in his. 

‘T thought they took you away.’ 

‘They just wanted to ask me a few questions and then they let me go without charging me.’ 

‘T feel groggy.’ 


The Ward Sister told Chad, ‘I think your wife needs to rest now.’ 
Chad understood and moved out of the cubicle where his wife was and went to sit outside with 
Richard and Dora. 
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Two days later Amanda was discharged. Her huge, dark, unhappy eyes were evidence 
enough that she needed time to regain her composure. Her mother looked at her warmly and 
promised to give her all the support she needed to care for the baby. 

Amanda wandered around her back garden, and wished she could sleep and never wake up 
again. She had so many thoughts swirling around in her head - the thought that one day the police 
would come and take Chad away, leaving her to cope with her baby alone; or as the baby grows up 
will Chad begin to suspect it’s not his, which tormented her. She had taken hot bath after hot bath to 
ease her sore muscles, tried to read a book and even flipped through countless TV channels to take 
her mind off her worries. Nothing had worked. She was so unsettled, she couldn’t sit still. So she 
paced around until it got too cold for her outside and decided to come back into the house. As she 
was passing through the hall, she stopped to look at a framed photo of Chad and her holding the 
baby which was hanging on the wall. She ran her fingers around the wooden frame. As she got in 
the lounge she moved closer to the window and stared out at the dark night beyond the glass. For a 
moment she thought she saw the two detectives walking in the driveway towards the front door, but 
it was her overworked imagination playing tricks on her. She finally took a seat on the sofa. Taking 
a deep breath, she let the air slide into her lungs, held it there for as long as she could and then 
breathed out. She did that a couple of times in an attempt to relax herself. Suddenly she saw the 
reflection of someone wavering in the glossy top of her coffee table. She turned round and noticed 
Chad standing there. 

“Why aren’t you in bed?’ Chad asked. 

‘I couldn’t sleep,’ she said softly, gazing on the man that had given her many years of 
happiness and now her future with him was uncertain. 

He wondered why she couldn’t sleep. Was she also feeling the restlessness that seemed to be 
nibbling at his insides? None of what was going on in their lives needed to have happened if only 
Amanda hadn’t gone to London that day with Lydia and fallen prey to Kevin. 

Chad came round, stood in front of Amanda and held out one hand to her and, when she took 
it, pulled her to her feet. Without letting go, he ran his thumb back and forth across her skin. 
Amanda looked into his eyes and watched as they darkened, filled with the same fear that she knew 
was in her own. 

‘I’m scared, Chad.’ 

‘Me too, Amanda.’ 

He couldn’t believe he had just admitted that to her. But then, it wasn’t really a secret was it? 
Each time the two detectives had paid them a visit, it had unsettled him. 

Suddenly the baby started to cry. 

‘Tl go,’ Chad said. 

‘No, let me go, he’s due for his next feed.’ 

Amanda favoured bottle feeding to breast feeding, but she had so much milk that she decided 
to alternate between the two. 
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Chapter 23 


Five years later... 


name of her dad and Chad had no issue with that. He, of course, would have preferred 
Chad Junior or Samson so that his son could hopefully grow up into a strong powerful 
_... -....thew was five years old, intelligent, talkative and quite energetic. Chad had really been 
very supportive to Amanda since the birth of Matthew. Getting up in the middle of the night, 
helping with the changing of nappies and they both did their best to come to terms with their past. It 
had been a testing time for both of them but they came through. There was never any need to take a 
paternity test as the issue never came up. Chad’s business had gone from strength to strength and so 
had his marriage. They were not just a happy couple again; they were a happy family together, 
albeit living under the shadow of CJ Fairfield, who was known never to give up. He had shrewdly 
solved all his previous cases and secured all evidence needed for a conviction and having not been 
able to do so yet in this case was quite an irritation for him. 
‘I know that bastard Chad Donaldson murdered Lydia Cunningham and in one way or another 
he is implicated in the death of Kevin Sawyer, but I just don’t have enough evidence to bring on a 
successful conviction,’ he told Karina. 


| atthew Donaldson was Amanda’s chosen name for her son because it was the middle 
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Amanda was very protective of Matthew and Chad enjoyed spending time with him. Sometimes 
he would play football with him and other times he would take him out where he could have fun. 

It was a brilliant clear July day; the weather was nice and sunny as it always was at this time of 
the year. Chad had decided to take his son to the park so that he could play on the swing or feed the 
ducks. There were lots of people milling around, kids playing balls with each other, or just chasing 
each other around. There were vendors selling ice cream, hot dogs and candyfloss. Further down the 
park there was a small circus. 

Matthew wanted his dad to take him to the circus so that he could watch the lions doing tricks or 
the magicians pulling rabbits from underneath their hats. But first he wanted to play on the merry- 
go-round. He saw one which was free and he rushed to it. As he lay his body on it and spun it round 
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with his foot his whole body started to turn and his eyes caught something in a nearby bush. He got 
off the merry-go-round and went to see what it was. As soon as he picked up his find, he rushed to 
his dad. 

‘Dad, dad!’ Matthew shouted. ‘Look what I have found!’ 

“What is it son?’ Chad asked. 

Matthew showed his dad his find. As soon as Chad recognised it as being a wallet, he told his 
son to go and put it back where he had found it. 

“Why dad? Can’t I look and see what’s inside it first?’ 

‘No son. This is not yours, just go and put it back.’ Chad sounded earnest. 

‘Must I really, dad?’ the boy pleaded with Chad. 

Chad leaned down and said firmly but softly, “Yes son, you must.’ 

‘Okay, dad,’ and he walked back to the place where he had found the wallet and dropped it there 
and then returned to where his dad was standing. 

‘I’ve done it dad,’ he said, looking unhappy. 

‘Very good, son! Now how would you like an ice cream?’ 

‘Yes!’ the boy said with a huge smile on his face. 
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Chad took his son to the tent where the circus was taking place. Chad bought two front row 
tickets and they went in and watched the Magic Circus of Samoa. Matthew even had a chance to go 
on the platform and participate in a magic act. The highlight of the show for him was when he got 
to meet Sultan Kosen, the Turkish farmer, more famously known as the tallest living male. Matthew 
and his dad even had a photograph taken standing next to Kosen. 

Hours later, Chad and Matthew returned home. 

Amanda was in the kitchen preparing dinner. As she looked out of the window she saw Chad 
and Matthew getting out of the car. They looked very happy together. As Matthew entered the 
kitchen he rushed up to his mum who gave him a hug. 

‘Did you have a good time son?’ Amanda asked. 

‘It was great mum and he showed her the picture they had taken with Kosen.’ 

‘That’s wonderful,’ Amanda said. 

‘I want to grow up and become just as tall as him.’ 

‘Then you must eat all your porridge in the morning.’ 

‘And that will make me become as tall as Kosen?’ 

Amanda smiled. ‘Maybe!’ 

‘Mum...’ 

“Yes son.’ 

‘While I was playing in the park I found a wallet, but dad made me put it back.’ Matthew said, 
sulking. 

Amanda looked at Chad who was standing not far away, and they stared at each other for a 
while. She wondered why Chad would have done that. She remained silent. 

“Why mum, why did dad make me put it back?’ 

‘Err... Because you should never take something that is not yours. Now, go and take those 
clothes off and get in the bath.’ 

‘Mum.’ 

“Yes Matthew.’ 

‘Does that apply to grown ups too?’ 

‘What?’ 

‘Never taking something that’s not yours.’ 

Amanda reflected for a moment and then said, ‘Yes... now run along Matthew, Daddy is 
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waiting for you upstairs.’ 

“Yes mummm!’ Matthew rushed to the bathroom. 

It is to be remembered if you make a habit of taking what does not belong to you, not only could 
you discover something that you should not, but one day someone may take something more 
precious from you! «2 


Chapter 24 


weekend and he didn’t have to go in until Tuesday. To while away the time he had gone in the 

garden and as he was doing some weeding, he noticed someone standing on his driveway. It 
was a man dressed in black, standing there silently looking at him. 

‘Can I help you?’ Chad asked. 

‘Are you Mr. Donaldson?’ 

“Yes.” 

‘Mr. Chad Donaldson?’ the man asked, trying to make sure he’d got the right person. 

“Yes, that’s me,’ Chad confirmed, looking puzzled. 

‘Tam Sam Wittington.’ 

Chad frowned. ‘Am I supposed to know you?’ he asked. 

‘I guess not.” Sam took a few paces towards Chad and then stopped. He looked straight at 
Chad and said, ‘I know you did it.’ He sounded quite convinced. 

‘Did what?’ Chad asked feeling slightly irritated. 

‘Murdered that girl.’ 

“What girl?’ 

‘Lydia Cunningham, of course.” Sam had a smirk on his face. 

Chad looked away for a brief moment and then said, ‘I don’t know what you’re talking about.’ 
He turned his eyes away from Sam and continued with his weeding. After a long pause he lifted his 
head and saw Sam still standing there. ‘If you truly know what you said you know, why haven’t 
you gone to the police?’ 

‘I wanted to give you a chance to negotiate.’ 

‘Oh! What did you have in mind?’ 

‘Money Mr. Donaldson, money.’ 

‘I see.’ Chad kept his eyes on his weeding, and made no response. 

‘T’m not greedy,’ Sam said. ‘Just twenty thousand will do me, and I promise I will disappear 
for good.’ 

‘What if I say I don’t have that kind of money?’ 

‘Then I would say you are lying, because I have been to your garage to get my car sorted. The 
amount of money they took off me for a simple paint job was day light robbery.’ 


| t was a beautiful Friday afternoon. Chad didn’t go to work because it was a bank holiday 
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‘I don’t remember seeing you at my garage.’ 

“You weren’t there. I dealt with your partner. What’s his name now...?’ Sam scratched his 
head and thought for a moment then said, ‘Jovani Malone. I believe that’s what he said his name 
was... a nice guy to talk to.’ 

There was a brief silence. 

“What did you talk about?’ Chad asked. 

‘This and that... including how you are hardly there these days.’ 

Chad frowned. ‘Jovani told you that?’ 

‘No. But by the way he was talking I could guess it.’ 

Chad stopped weeding. He stood on his feet and looked straight at Sam he said, ‘Well Sam, it 
was a pleasure talking to you. Now I need to have a shower. So, if you wouldn’t mind, please 
excuse me.’ He started to make his way towards the back of the house. 

‘Mr. Donaldson,’ Sam shouted. ‘What about my proposal?’ 

‘Proposal?’ Chad echoed, pretended he had forgotten. 

‘The twenty thousand pounds, that’s chicken feed for you to buy my silence. I really should 
have asked for more, but as I’ve said, I am not greedy.’ 

‘Right, I see... look, Pll tell you what. Why don’t you come back tomorrow? I need time you 
understand, to get the money out of the bank.’ 

‘I understand. I’m a reasonable man.’ Sam looked happy. 

Chad shook his head. ‘See you tomorrow then?’ He immediately turned his back to Sam and 
started to walk away. 

‘Okay, I'll be here at 1 o’clock in the afternoon.’ 

Chad stopped, turned round to look at Sam, and said, ‘Could you make that 2.00 p.m. please?’ 

‘Two it is, “squire.” Sam walked away with a triumphant smile on his face. He made his way to 
Essex General hospital where he had an appointment to donate blood. He was a regular blood 
donor. He felt that was his contribution to society. 
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When Chad had returned back in to the house, he entered the bedroom, and found that Amanda 
was dressing herself to go to her parents’ house. Matthew was standing by the bedroom window 
and he had been observing his father talking to Sam. 

“Who was that man you were talking to dad, was he a friend of yours?’ 

‘Just a man, Matthew.’ 

Amanda didn’t see anyone. ‘A man, what did he want?’ 

‘He was trying to sell me double-glazing.’ 

‘We’ve got double-glazing, haven’t we?’ Amanda queried. 

‘That’s what I told him.’ 

Amanda was dressed and ready to go. ‘Now, you know Matthew and I will be spending the 
weekend with my parents?’ 

‘I know.’ Chad replied, sounding blasé about it. 

‘Are you going to be alright on your own?’ Amanda sounded guilty leaving her husband on his 
own catering for himself. She had always enjoyed doing things for Chad. It had always been her 
way of showing her love and affection for him. 

‘Pll manage. Don’t worry.’ 

Amanda planted a kiss on Chad’s lips and turned to Matthew, ‘Give your father a kiss and let’s 
go, I want to avoid the traffic.’ 

Matthew rushed to his dad and put his arms around his waist. Chad lifted him up. Matthew 
placed two kisses, one on each side of his father’s cheeks. He then slid down and rushed over to 
Amanda and they made their way to the car. 
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Just before Amanda drove away, she said to Chad, ‘there’s plenty of a ready meal in the 
freezer.’ 

‘Thanks!’ Chad said and they waved each other goodbye. ‘See you on Monday morning,’ 
Amanda shouted as she drove away. 
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No sooner had Amanda left when Chad immediately rushed to the phone and called Ben 
Hawkins’s office. On the third ring, he got a recorded message: Please leave your name and a short 
message and I'll call you back as soon as possible. 

Chad immediately tried Ben’s mobile and it was out of range. ‘Shit!’ Chad uttered. 

He went into the lounge and poured himself a stiff drink. He needed to think about how he was 
going to respond to Sam Wittington’s blackmail attempt. Down in the far end of his garage yard 
where his business was, there was a huge tank. It was always filled with G& wheel acid (a type of 
hydrochloric acid) which he used to clean car wheels and other car parts. Being a bank holiday 
weekend, the garage was closed for business until the following Tuesday. With Amanda being away 
and not coming back until Monday morning, it was clear for Chad to prepare a reception for Sam 
when the latter was expected to return the next day. 

After his first drink, he poured himself another, then another as if he wanted to anaesthetize his 
brain. How much he drank that evening was difficult to say. There had been a bottle of Vodka and 
tonic. Then he had opened a bottle of whisky and had two or three shots. After having something to 
eat he’d swallowed half a bottle of red wine left over from last week. Then he took the bottle of 
whisky with him to his bed and continued to drink shot after shot until he had fallen asleep. When 
he got up the following morning he felt like he was going to die. He couldn’t remember the last 
time he had had such a bad hangover. Not having his youthful vitality to bounce back on, he was in 
a bad state. He felt as if his mouth was stuffed with cotton wool, and his legs wobbled when he 
swung them over the side of the bed. His stomach was churning, and the drums inside his head were 
so loud he couldn’t think. 

Sitting up was too much of an effort. He collapsed back down on the bed and pulled the covers 
over his head. He lay there for over a couple of hours more then extended his hand to the bedside 
table and found his alarm clock. He checked the time and found it was half past twelve. 

His mind went straight on Sam Wittington, then on his wife Amanda and his son Matthew. For 
five years after the birth of his son he had managed to enjoy a beautiful life with his family and 
suddenly Sam had come to cause trouble. Who does he think he is, demanding twenty-thousand 
pounds for his silence? Chad screamed. I haven't got that kind of money. Even if he had, he would 
have preferred to spend it on the family he adored instead of giving it to some opportunist 
extortionist. 

If this Sam really knew something, then CJ Fairfield would have surely got it out of him a long 
time ago? Chad argued with himself. But what if he really does know I shot Lydia Cunningham? He 
toyed with the idea of perhaps paying him five thousand. Jf that got him off his back that would be a 
better solution, he thought. 

Five years was a long time for Sam to have waited before deciding to blackmail Chad. Was 
blackmail really his motive? Or was it just a ruse being used by CJ Fairfield to flush out Chad? « 
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Chapter 25 


and kept watching the hour hand on the clock hanging on the wall in front of him. They 
had agreed that at 2.00 p.m. they would meet and that was the time he expected him to 
arrive. As it got closer to the time, his heart started to pound. His pulse was racing. He was clear in 
his mind what he must do. He must either pay Sam the money he had asked or get rid of him, 
exactly how, he had not quite decided. He felt there was no other way that he could deal with the 
situation. It would‘ve probably been better for him if Ben Hawkins’s henchmen were doing the job, 
but Ben hadn’t responded to his call and he considered the matter was so urgent that he had to deal 
with it quickly, even if it meant doing the job himself. 
Two o’clock came and went; there was no sign of Sam. By half past two there was still no 
sign of him. 
“Where is he?’ Chad was getting more and more impatient. 


C had finally got out of bed and waited impatiently for Sam’s arrival. He sat in his lounge 


When the clock struck 3 p.m. Chad resigned to the fact that Sam was not going to turn up, 
giving him mixed feelings about the situation. On one hand he was happy that Sam had probably 
bottled out but on the other hand, he considered the fact that Sam may be trying to unsettle him. 
Whilst his mind was preoccupied figuring out what might have happened, a man appeared on his 
driveway. When he took a closer look, he saw that it was Sam. Chad went out to meet him. 

“You were supposed to be here at 2.00 o’clock?’ Chad said without bothering to shake 
hands. 

‘Well, I thought I’d give you more time to get the money. So have you got it?’ Sam asked, 
looking serious. 

“Yes.’ Chad answered abruptly. 

‘Let’s have it so that I can be on my way and leave you alone.’ 

‘We need to go and get it.’ 

‘Where, the bank is closed?’ 

‘It’s not in the bank, it’s at my workplace.’ 

“What’s it doing there?’ 

‘I couldn’t possibly bring all that money home; my wife might have seen it and asked 
awkward questions.’ 

Sam could understand that reasoning. 

‘Okay let’s go and get it, I’ve a plane to catch.’ 

“Are you going somewhere?’ 


‘As far away as possible from here... like I told you, you’ll never be bothered by me ever 
again.’ 

If only Sam knew Chad’s alternative plan for him, he’d have known how true his words 
would turn out to be. 

Chad pulled out his Mercedes Benz from his garage and they both went to his workplace. It 
was only a half hour drive and there was very little traffic on the road. When they got out of the car 
and were walking towards the back door of the workshop, Chad wanted to know just how much 
Sam really knew before deciding whether to hand him the five thousand pounds or not, which he 
knew he had in the safe. 

Chad opened the back door and they both entered into part of the workshop where all the 
repairs were carried out. There were three cars in there, each in different states of repair. One of 
them was suspended high in the air supported by a hydraulic lift. 

“You’ve got some very expensive equipment here’ 

“Yeah, they cost a bit,’ Chad said. 

Sam was fascinated with the hydraulic lift. ‘How much does something like this cost?’ 

‘Urm...quarter of a million.’ 

‘Pounds?’ 

Chad nodded. 

‘Wow!’ 

‘Do you want to see how it works?’ 

‘Oh, yeah!’ Sam answered, looking excited and without thinking didn’t realise he was 
standing too close to the lift for safety. 


As Chad was about to press the button he told Sam to move away a bit. ‘I don’t want you to 
meet with an accident now,’ he said with a huge grin on his face. 
‘Oh, no,’ Sam said, suddenly feeling a chill running down his spine. 


After Chad had lowered the car to the ground to demonstrate how the lift works, he pressed 
another button to raise it up in the air again. 

‘Would you like a drink?’ he asked Sam. 

‘Ah, why not?’ 

‘I only have orange juice, will that do?’ 


‘That’ll be fine.’ Sam was wondering around in the workshop looking and touching some of 
the tools. He lifted one of the huge spanners and felt its weight. He couldn’t believe it was so heavy. 
For some unknown reason he wondered how it would feel if he was hit over his head with one of 
them. He quickly shook his head wishing the thought away. 

Chad filled two plastic cups, one he kept for himself and handed the other to Sam. 

‘So, tell me Sam, how did you know I killed that girl?’ 

‘My friend Kevin told me before his body was fished out of the River Thames.’ 

‘Oh, you and Kevin were friends?’ 

“We’ve been best buddies for years.’ 

‘Being buddies I bet you shared secrets?’ 

‘Yes.’ 

‘Did he tell you he’d been screwing my wife?’ 

Sam swallowed. He hesitated for a moment then said softly, ‘Yeah.’ He started to feel 
uncomfortable. 

‘Have you ever met my wife?’ 

Sam nodded. ‘Yes, she and her friend Lydia came to one of our parties held at Kevin’s house 
in London.’ 
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‘Ah, is that where you live too?’ 

‘Yeah!’ 

‘Do you like it there?’ 

‘London is a very exciting place to live.’ 

‘I take it you and your friend host lots of parties?’ 

‘Sometimes we do and sometimes we go out to other people houses.’ 

‘And my wife only came the once?’ 

‘Yes.’ 

‘Do you know that my wife and I have been married for twelve years and we have a small 
son of five?’ 

Sam emptied his paper drink in one swallow before answering faintly, ‘Yes, I know.’ 

There was a pause. 

‘Do you want another?’ 

‘Yes, please.’ Suddenly Sam was feeling very thirsty. 

Chad too, emptied his paper cup in one swallow, extended his hand to Sam to collect his 
empty cup, threw them in the bin and filled two fresh cups with juice. 

‘T killed this girl Lydia by mistake, you know?’ Chad revealed. 

‘Oh, I didn’t know that.’ Sam looked surprise. 

Chad sank in a chair, and Sam wanted to believe what Chad had told him. 

‘Didn’t you know it was Lydia who was in bed with Kevin?’ asked Sam. 

Chad shook his head. ‘No. I was informed your friend was in bed with my wife. As I entered 
the hotel room the woman had crawled underneath the sheet before I could see her face. I took a 
shot at that bastard Kevin but somehow I missed him and hit the woman. It’s that son of a bitch that 
I wanted to kill but he escaped before I could get him.’ Chad sighed, bowed his head staring at his 
plastic cup, looking distressed. He lifted his right hand to wipe away the tears that were falling from 
his eyes. He felt suffocated. He was having difficulty breathing. 

‘I can’t breathe,’ Chad complained. ‘I’m not feeling well,’ he repeated. ‘I’m feeling sick.’ 
He had his hands holding his throat, looking alarmingly unwell. 

Sam got into a panic. He thoughtlessly walked underneath the car to quickly get to Chad to 
help him. Chad in an uncontrollable rage suddenly hit a button so hard causing the hydraulic lift 
holding the car to come crashing down crushing Sam in the process. As soon as Chad realised what 
he had done, he began to panic, breathing heavily and looking horrified. He sat back down on the 
chair staring at the body of Sam underneath the car, in a pool of blood. With trembling hands, he 
pressed the button of the hydraulic lift again, this time to raise it up in the air. He checked if Sam 
was still alive (as if he expected him to be). When he noticed Sam was dead, he looked round to 
check that no-one had come in and then proceeded to empty Sam’s pockets. Besides money he 
found an e-ticket to Venezuela and his passport. After removing the items, he carried the body to the 
bottom of the garage yard and dropped it into an acid barrel. He stood there by the tank and watched 
the body dissolve, his thoughts racing. He rushed back to the garage and after cleaning the blood 
that was on the floor he tidied the place up, locked up the garage, jumped in his car and left 
speedily. 

There was one more thing he needed to do by way of fooling the police and that was to 
catch a plane to Venezuela using the e-ticket belonging to Sam. As it was getting close to take off 
time, he hurried home, picked up his passport and a spare passport photo he had tucked away in his 
drawer. He drove to someone he knew that would be able to doctor a passport. The guy owed him a 
favour and he was able to oblige. 

Armed with two passports, his own genuine passport and Sam’s passport doctored with 
Chad’s photo, he drove as fast as he could to London Heathrow Airport (LHA). He got to the 
checking desk seconds before it was due to close. 

The stewardess at the checking desk glanced at the fake passport, noticing nothing wrong 
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with it, and processed his ticket as quickly as she could, gave him his boarding pass and told him to 
hurry to Gate12. Chad ran as fast as he could. Luckily he didn’t have any hand luggage to impede 
him. When he got to the door of flight AF-1081, he was breathless and handed the air-hostess 
standing by the door of the plane his boarding pass. 

“You’ve cut it very fine, sir!’ The hostess said with a charming smile. 

Chad didn’t answer. He just shook his head and couldn’t believe he’d managed to make it to 
the plane in the nick of time. 

‘Turn right and follow the aisle, you will find your seat on the right-hand side, sir.’ The air 
hostess told him. 

Chad followed the instructions to get to his seat. All passengers in First Class were already 
seated, and they sat hidden in their private world, two curtains drawn to protect them from any 
curious gazes. In the main body of the plane the majority of passengers, including Chad, were still 
settling in, shoving big pieces of hand luggage into the aisle or stuffing briefcases and bags 
containing duty free stuff into the overhead racks, causing the stewardesses to cruise up to them, 
urging them to put everything except hats and coats beneath their seats. Chad finally found the seat 
that had been assigned to him and sat himself down. 

The flight attendant's voice came over the loud speaker. ‘Welcome to Air France. As soon as 
we get the okay we will take off. Please ensure your seat is in the upright position and your seat belt 
is fastened...’ 

Chad knew he had nearly a fourteen-hour journey ahead of him and forced himself to calm 
down. As he was sitting next to the window he looked out whilst the plane taxied up the runway 
and minutes later it took off. 

The plane continued to climb until it was in the clouds and Chad felt a stir beside him. He 
instinctively turned his gaze and noticed the woman sitting next to him. She looked petrified, her 
eyes wide and frightened, her handbag clutched beneath her arm. She was going to find the 
stewardess and insisted that they turn the plane round and de-plane her, then realised that would 
perhaps be asking too much. 

Chad seemed to think he knew her, and for a terrified instant she too wondered if he was 
someone she had seen long ago somewhere or had read about him in the press. 

‘Are you alright ma’am?’ Chad asked. 

‘It’s my first time,’ the woman replied. 

‘Don’t worry everything will be fine,’ Chad said. ‘I’ve travelled many times,’ he lied, ‘and 
nothing has ever gone wrong.’ 

She murmured softly as she took her eyes off Chad. 

Chad had seen the terror in her eyes and was horrified at what she might be feeling and 
made a bold attempt at settling himself. He extricated a magazine from the rack in front of him and 
started to flick through. Moments later, his reading was interrupted when the captain’s voice came 
over the loud speaker apologizing for the turbulence and reassuring the passengers that everything 
would return to normal in the next few minutes or so. The woman next to Chad immediately started 
to scream, ‘I’m going to die... we are all going to die!’ An air stewardess rushed to her and 
managed to calm her down. 

When the stewardess was gone, the woman turned to face Chad then, not quite sure why she 
did it and hesitantly she said, ‘my name is Alisha.’ 

‘Mine is Chad...Chad Donaldson.’ He smiled gently at her, pained at what he saw in the 
beautiful woman's eyes. They were eyes filled with sorrow and terror, perhaps injured too, but there 
was more he was yet to discover. All he knew was that she looked just as pretty as his wife 
Amanda. 2 
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‘T don’t think so,’ Chad replied. 
Alisha Ibarra thought for a moment, and then said, ‘Now I remember where I have 
seen your face.’ Chad looked at her, waiting curiously to hear her answer. 

‘In the Essex Evening Star... yes, yes, that’s where I saw your picture, a few years ago.’ She 
was so sure of herself. 

“You did?’ Chad pretended he didn’t know there was an article in it about him written by the 
reporter John Briggs who had been sniffing around. 

How could he tell her that he was indeed the guy who was suspected of having committed 
murder? It would probably make her jump off the plane! But his surprised look seemed to jar her, 
and she looked at him long and hard and seemed to be remembering. Slowly a faint blush overtook 
Alisha’s face and began to have doubts. She shook her head. Perhaps he’s not who I thought he 
was, she told herself. Perhaps he only looked like the man I thought I had seen in the paper several 
years ago. 

She didn't want to travel almost fourteen hours sitting beside a man she thought might be a 
murderer, but he had shown so much concern for her. Whilst she stared at him, immobile, 
wondering, as his eyes held her tightly, sitting where she was, an announcement to make sure their 
seats were fastened came over the loudspeaker in the airplane, and they both double-checked their 
seat belts. Chad returned his eyes on the magazine he was scanning through and Alisha decided to 
close her eyes and get some sleep. 

Chad couldn’t wait for the plane to touch down in Venezuela, Caracas Simon Bolivar Airport, 
so that he could catch the next one back to the UK. His expected time of landing in Venezuela was 
6.30 a.m. on Sunday morning. By the time he’d cleared customs and taken another plane back he 
would arrive in the UK on the same day by 9.50 p.m. He knew Amanda wouldn’t be back until 
Monday, so he would have plenty of time to settle himself down. 

Alisha seemed to be sleeping, so Chad said nothing further to her and concentrated on the 
magazine he had in front of him. He felt his heart hammering inside him. She was as beautiful as 
Amanda was when he had at first set eyes on her. He recalled how her neck had been surrounded by 
a scarf and her haunting brown eyes that had looked up towards him. To have such a beautiful 
woman sitting only inches away from him made every fibre of his being, want to reach out to her, 
touch her face, take her in his arms and make all her sadness go away. It was madness and he knew 
it. He was a married man who had pledged all his being to his wife and he was not supposed to be 
lusting over another woman. He shook his head and smiled to himself. As he gazed at Alisha’s 


| lisha asked with a frown, ‘Have we met before, Mr. Donaldson?’ 
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neck, her hands, the way she rested, all he could see was a specimen of beauty, and he couldn’t tear 
his eyes away from her face. Noticing her move to adjust her position, he quickly refocused his eyes 
on the magazine and stared at the page blindly. Should she open her eyes, he hoped she would think 
that he had been concentrating on his reading all the time she had been asleep. 

After a while, Alisha did open her eyes and from the corner of his eyes he saw her glance 
towards him and then stare at him long and hard. 

Unable to resist, he turned towards her, his eyes settling gently on her, his smile hesitant but 
warm. ‘I’m sorry to be so forward. It's just that I don't usually do things like this.’ His smile 
broadened, but she didn't smile in return. ‘When I look at you all I can see is sadness. Why, why are 
you so sad?’ Chad asked feeling choked. 

Alisha looked at Chad for a moment and then answered. ‘If you woke up one morning and 
discovered your husband had been unfaithful to you, wouldn’t you be?’ As soon as the words had 
come out of her mouth, tears could be seen forming in the corners of her eyes and she quickly lifted 
her hand to wipe them away. 

‘I’m so sorry to hear that.” Chad suddenly remembered how he had felt when he first discovered 
the photograph of his wife with Kevin, and how he had reacted ever since. He couldn’t understand 
why any man with a wife like Alisha would want to cheat. 

As she spoke to him she thought she saw something in his eyes. Like a man who was scared of 
his own existence. She smiled timidly and shrugged softly. 

‘!’m running away from my cheating husband... who are you running away from, Chad?’ This 
was the first time Alisha had addressed Chad by his first name. 

Chad looked at Alisha, and then said reflectively, ‘that’s very perceptive of you.’ After a brief 
silence, he said, ‘it would appear my case is not so different from yours.’ Then he quickly turned his 
face towards the window so that Alisha wouldn’t see the tears that were bursting to come out of his 
eyes. He discreetly took his handkerchief from his pocket and wiped his eyes. For a long moment 
he continued to stare at the window, and etched in the clouds was a picture of his beloved Amanda 
holding his child Matthew. He wanted to punch the glass window and reach for them, but stopped 
short of clenching his fist as tight as he could, biting hard on his lower lip which he had curled back 
in his mouth. 

Alisha could see Chad was trembling and she extended her hand and rested it gently on his 
shoulder. When they noticed an air hostess approaching, they both sat back, closed their eyes 
pretending to be asleep. 
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Moments later they opened their eyes and they looked at each other again. In a soft and gentle 
voice Alisha asked Chad to tell her his story. She forced herself to suppress the tears as she listened 
attentively to Chad’s account. He confessed to her how he had mistakenly killed Lydia, how he had 
Kevin murdered and how he had just murdered Sam. It was as if he was purging himself and 
wanted to be caught for his misdeeds. 

Alisha was then certain it was Chad’s face that she had seen in the newspaper. She looked at 
him, no longer afraid that she was sitting next to a murderer. She could sense that he didn't wish her 
any harm. He was just a man beaten by his own fate. 

It was an unexpected encounter for both of them. Here she was, a moment ago frightened that 
the plane would fall from the sky whilst Chad, after having confessed his deeds to Alisha, was 
wishing that the plane would crash and end his misery. 

“Your secret is safe with me, Chad.’ Alisha whispered. ‘I feel sorry Lydia got killed by mistake 
but as for the other two, they deserve what they got.’ 

‘Do you have anyone in Venezuela?’ Chad asked. 

‘My parents,’ she said. ‘I was born there and I left when I was just eighteen years old to follow 
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a modelling career in England. I didn’t have much money then, I had to travel by sea.’ 

‘So you’re a model?’ 

Alisha nodded. 

Chad smiled. ‘With your looks, I should have guessed.’ 

Smiling at him in return, she shook her head. ‘I’m glad it’s not that obvious.’ 

Although she had followed a career in modelling, she always wanted to be a doctor as her 
parents wanted her to be. But when she had arrived in London and did not have enough money to 
finance her attendance to medical school she fell into modelling by accident. 

‘Don’t you like being recognised as a model?’ 

‘It’s alright, I suppose.’ 

‘Are you returning back to the UK?’ 

Alisha didn’t know why he had asked that question, but knew that he would have a hard time 
finding out what he wanted to know. Suddenly she didn't want to tell him, didn't want to start 
another relationship so soon. For a little while she wanted to be free. She wanted nothing to do with 
men. She had loved her husband with all her heart and he had broken it, by sleeping with her best 
friend, Nadia, or that’s what she thought Nadia was to her. 

“You haven't told me if you are going back to the UK.’ Chad’s gaze tore itself away from her 
face. He had decided that whether she was or wasn’t, he couldn’t betray his wife, and he had been 
relieved from temptation. He had decided for some reason that she probably found him too old and 
not handsome enough. Maybe that was why she wasn’t keen in starting a conversation with him in 
the first place when he had first set eyes on her. But the truth of it was that he was in enough trouble 
already. 

All he cared about were his wife, his son, and what would become of them if Detective CJ 
Fairfield should find out what he had done to Sam Wittington and put him away for life. 

He would be the first to admit that when he had first set eyes on Alisha it had made him want 
to reach out to her. This was not just because he’d found her very attractive, but also because he 
saw her looking very sad. But he knew, after they’d shared their stories, he couldn't befriend her in 
the way he would’ve liked to, because it wouldn’t have been right. They smiled at each other 
openly. For an instant it frightened both of them, as neither of them wanted to become close to each 
other. 

Then unexpectedly she said, ‘Maybe.’ 

Chad frowned. ‘Maybe what?’ 

‘Maybe one day I’ll go back to the UK, but right now there’s nothing for me to go back to.’ 

He shook his head at the answer, suddenly more sober. ‘I thought so.’ 

‘Did you?’ she looked into his eyes in surprise and amusement. ‘How did you know?’ she 
challenged him. There was something very naive about her as she said it and yet at the same time 
her eyes looked wise. The way she spoke to him suggested that she hadn’t been exposed to the cruel 
world. ‘Do I look like I’m running away?’ 

‘No, you don't. But I just had a feeling that you were.’ 

She looked pensive, but the sadness had returned in her eyes. Conversing with her was like 
swimming upstream, he was never quite sure what questions were safe for him to ask and what was 
not. 

‘Well, I think you are right, I am running away. I certainly wasn’t going to stay with a man 
who couldn’t keep it zipped up when faced with illicit temptation.’ After a short pause she added, 
“Would you?’ 

Chad frowned. ‘Would I what?’ Chad asked, feeling he had somehow lost the thread of the 
conversation. 

‘Would you stay with a woman who had cheated on you? Oops!’ She suddenly remembered 
what Chad had already told her when he told his story. She felt so embarrassed and began to 
apologize. 
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“Well, I love my wife. I’ve loved her from the first time I saw her. I felt I had to forgive her. 
As Portia would say, the quality of mercy is not strain’d.’ 

Alisha smiled. ‘I see you have read Shakespeare... that’s a line from The Merchant of Venice, 
isn’t it? 

Chad nodded. ‘Yes.’ His voice was so soft that it touched her, and she looked at him with the 
largest brown eyes he'd ever seen. ‘I like to read.” He smiled pleasantly at her then shrugged, as 
though embarrassed. With red cheeks, he glanced away and then he looked at her again to ask a 
question. ‘Do you read a lot? 

‘Mostly instructions from the modelling agency, like where I have to be, what I have to do and 
what I have to wear.’ 

He nodded quietly and smiled. “But I’m sure you’ve read Shakespeare, otherwise...’ 

Alisha cut in. ‘I studied The Merchant of Venice at college.’ 

‘Aha!’ 

He had guessed that she was around the same age as his own wife. In truth she was four years 
older than Amanda but just as pretty. 
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They talked for the next two and a half hours, over a fairly inedible breakfast. Chad learned 
that Alisha’s parents had a beautiful Chattel house that she loved. She used to be very proud of her 
room, which her mother had always kept for her, even when she had left for England. He knew 
about her life in Venezuela and listened with engrossed fascination to her tales of when she was 
growing up. She told him of the baby she had always wanted but her husband wasn’t ready to father 
one. Immediately Chad’s thoughts went on Amanda as he recalled how, for seven years, she had 
nagged him for a baby. 

When they heard the stewardess telling them to fasten their seat belts, they both looked at each 
other knowing their chance meeting was over and it was time to go their separate ways. 

“What will you do now?’ Alisha asked. 

‘Catch the next plane back to the UK and face what may be coming to me,’ said Chad. 

‘I hope that Detective... whatever his name is... never gets to you. What you did was a crime 
of passion and you should be forgiven for it.’ 

‘Look, here is my business card. If you should ever return to the UK and your car needs 
attention, just come and see me.’ 

For a moment Chad forgot he had to rush back to the UK. ‘We can take a cab together and I’d 
be happy to meet your parents,’ Chad said, with a grin on his face. 

She looked at him regretfully. ‘I don’t think that would be a good idea.’ 

‘You’re right! Err... at least let me help you pick up your luggage.’ He sounded as if he was 
pleading. 

She shook her head, she was about to say no, then changed her mind. ‘Okay. Thank you for the 
offer.’ 

The plane had touched the runway and they could hear the roar of the engines as the aircraft 
taxied towards the terminal. As it came to a stand still there was a sudden urgency for everyone to 
get off. Alisha unfastened her seat belt and stood up. With enormous eyes she looked at Chad, 
hesitating, unsure, she asked him if he could pass to her hand luggage from the overhead 
compartment. 

After they had cleared customs they made their way to the luggage section. It was crowded 
with passengers waiting around the carousel. Chad picked Alisha’s suitcases and put them on a 
trolley. He didn’t have any of his own as he was travelling light. They made their way through the 
nothing to declare corridor to the exit door. 

The minute they were out of the door, Alisha stopped and looked at Chad, and then said, 


‘Thank you.’ The words were for the last fourteen hours she had shared with him. Her eyes lingered 
on his for a long moment, and then she turned away. 

Her mother and father who had come for her, filched her away in their 4X4, leaving Chad 
standing there for a long time, watching the car in which she had fled. The woman he had spent 
almost fourteen hours with, was gone, but he knew her name and she had his business card. 
Suddenly, with a sinking feeling, Chad realised that he had to hurry back to the UK. He went to the 
ticket counter at Caracas airport to buy himself a one-way ticket on the plane leaving at 8.15 a.m. 
which would get him back to London at 9.50 p.m. 

‘I’m sorry, sir, all seats are taken,’ the stewardess standing behind the counter said politely. 

“When is the next one?’ Chad asked feeling agitated. 

‘Urm... the next plane leaves at 23:30 hours, arriving in London at 13:15 hours Monday 
afternoon.’ 

‘That’s no good. I must get back to London today,’ Chad said, nervously. 

The stewardess, noticing how upset Chad was, felt sorry for him. ‘Sir, why don’t you see if 
there is anyone out there who might wish to sell you their ticket or you can hang around and wait, 
there could be a last minute cancellation?’ 

Chad nodded. Chad suddenly had a bright idea. He thought he could go to a phone pretending 
to be Sam Wittington and cancel his return ticket. That way his seat would become available. Then 
it dawned on him that Sam’s return date on his e-ticket was for the following Sunday. He sat there, 
waiting impatiently praying that a seat would become available. Failing that, he would be forced to 
take the plane leaving at 23:30 hours and he’d have to make up a story he could sell to Amanda who 
was returning home on Monday morning. She’d definitely want to know where he had been once 
she discovered he was not waiting at home for her. 

As Chad sat there on a bench watching the other passengers checking in, he cursed himself for 
not buying his return ticket from London. Had he done so, then he probably wouldn’t have been in 
the situation he now found himself in. He began to approach some of the passengers asking if they 
would sell him their ticket. He even offered to pay them double the price. The husband of one old 
couple wanted to take Chad’s offer but the wife shouted at him for even considering it. He took a 
seat looking dejected. Whilst he was sitting there feeling hot and bothered, twiddling with his 
thumbs he heard his name on the loud speaker asking him to approach the ticket counter. He rushed 
to the counter, nearly colliding with a passerby. 

‘I have a seat for you Mr. Donaldson on the 8.15 a.m.’ the stewardess said with a smile. 

‘Oh, thank you miss, I could kiss you for this,’ a delighted Chad said. Instead he blew her a 
kiss. 

The stewardess smiled. ‘How would you like to pay for it, sir?’ 

‘Cash please,’ Chad said, and paid the required amount. 

The stewardess gave him his ticket and he went to check in using his own genuine passport 
just as he had done when he had entered Venezuela. 
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Chapter 27 


Heathrow Airport (LHA). After clearing customs, Chad hurriedly took his car out of the 

airport car park and started to drive home. As it was a Sunday, Sunday 12" of June in fact, 
there wasn’t a lot of traffic on the road. Nevertheless, Chad kept within the speed limit as the last 
thing he wanted was to pickup a speeding ticket from a traffic cop or be caught by one of several 
traffic cameras lining the M25. For a moment his mind drifted on to Alisha but he quickly refocused 
his thoughts on to Amanda and his son Matthew. 

His thoughts drifted to the day when his son had turned five, and he had taken his precious 
family to a small restaurant in Essex for a meal to celebrate his son’s birthday. The waiter had 
escorted them across the floor to a table in the corner away from the other regulars. 

The plain modern décor served as a neat backdrop for the colourful people who were in the 
restaurant that evening. As Chad and his family made their way to the table, a friend of Chad had 
waved at him and he’d waved back. The friend was a regular customer there. Anyone who didn't 
know him, would have thought he lived there. 

As Chad was sitting at the table with his family, he remembered feeling so proud that they 
were part of his life. Nothing had ever been more important to him than his work and his family. 
Their happiness was his happiness. Their lives were his life. He would do anything to protect them, 
anything at all. 

Then his thoughts drifted to that Friday afternoon when Sam Wittington had showed up on his 
driveway asking for money. First there was Kevin who’d decided to mess with his wife and then 
Sam who’d wanted to deplete him of twenty thousand pounds that he had worked hard to earn so 
that he could give his family a better quality of life. How could that be right? Nevertheless he was 
prepared to pay him five thousand pounds if that bought his silence, but when he'd started talking to 
Sam in the garage his emotions got the better of him. Unable to control his rage he'd hit the button 
that had caused the lift to come crashing down on Sam. He screamed and banged his right hand 
hard on the steering wheel several times causing him to lose control of the car. It went left, then 
right then left again. Passing motorists in the outside lanes were hooting and having to swerve to 
avoid Chad’s car. Some were even shouting, “you lunatic watch your driving!’ Fortunately, Chad 
managed to sway the car onto the hard-shoulder and brought it to a stop. He leaned his head against 
the steering wheel, his heart pounding. 

Behind him was another motorist who saw what was happening, and when he saw the car was 
standing still on the hard-shoulder, he stopped his car behind Chad’s and rushed to find out if he 
was alright. 


| t was exactly 9.50 p.m. when flight AF-3621 from Venezuela touched down at London 


100 


101 


‘I thought it was you!’ the man said. ‘I recognised the car... that was a nice piece of driving 
you did out there... are you alright?’ 

Chad lifted his head and looked at the guy, and he couldn't believe it was his business partner 
Jovani Malone. He gave him a grim smile and nodded. ‘I'm fine mate,’ Chad replied and then added 
with an embarrassing grin on his face, “Just a sore hand!’ 

‘Are you okay to drive home, or shall I give you a lift?’ 

‘T'll be okay in a moment. Thanks for stopping.’ 

Jovani waited until Chad was ready to drive home and followed him for a while and then 
exited the motorway making his way home, whilst Chad stayed on the M25 until the next junction. 
As soon as he had taken the exit, a few minutes later he came to a traffic light showing red. He 
stopped. As the light was about to turn green, his eyes strayed to the car standing next to his. There 
was a man in the passenger seat and a woman at the steering wheel. For a second he thought she 
was his wife Amanda. It was a blonde woman wearing her hair almost like Amanda did, with 
similar features. But, when he saw that it was a different woman, his eyes returned rapidly to the 
traffic lights which had turned green, and the car behind him was hooting Chad signalling to him to 
move. Chad looked in his rear-view mirror and then drove off. Minutes later he was home. He 
parked his car straight in the garage and glanced at his watch, noticing it was already 11 p.m. A 
journey that should have taken him forty-five minutes, had taken one hour. He went into his house 
using the back door. As he opened it, to his surprise he found Amanda in the kitchen with her back 
towards him. She was pouring water from the kettle into a mug. When she heard the door open, she 
knew it was Chad and didn't even bother to turn to look to see who see was. 

Her posture was perfect, her hair gleaming as it rested on her back. She had on a tight chiffon 
dress of chocolate-brown, which contrasted well with her blonde hair. A creamy silk scarf was tied 
loosely around her neck. There were pearls pendants in her ears. Her shapely legs were wrapped in 
light creamy stockings and brown suede shoes adorned her feet. She looked like the kind of woman 
any man would die for. 

As he got closer, without even turning her head she had recognised Chad’s footsteps and said, 
‘I'm making a cup of cocoa would you like one?’ 

‘Err... yes please. I thought you weren't coming back until Monday morning,’ Chad remarked. 

‘We arrived five minutes ago. Both Matthew and I missed you so much. Matthew was crying 
insisting we drive home today,’ she said, smiling and she gave Chad an inviting glance. It was easy 
to understand why Chad adored her so much. 

Chad couldn't stop himself. He pulled her into his arms and gave her a passionate kiss. She 
responded with equal fervour. 

“Where did you go?’ Amanda asked, sounding quite casual. 

Chad had to think quickly. ‘I just needed to go to the garage to check on something and on my 
way back I met an old friend who insisted on buying me a drink. Afterwards he wanted a lift home, 
so I obliged.’ To stop her prying further, he asked, “how are your parents?’ 

‘They are fine.’ 

‘And how is my son?’ 

Before Amanda could answer, Matthew on hearing the voice of his dad had rushed downstairs 
to greet him. As soon as he saw Chad he opened his arms wide and Chad leant down allowing his 
son to put his arms around his neck. Then he put his hands around Matthew’s behind and eased him 
up until his legs were wrapped round his waist. They kissed each other on the cheek. 

‘I missed you dad, did you miss me?’ 

‘Of course I did. You know I did.’ 

Suddenly, his mobile buzzed. Chad put Matthew down and pulled his mobile out of his pocket. 
As he touched the OK button he immediately recognised the caller’s name flashing on the screen. 
He asked the caller to wait whilst he moved upstairs, entered the bedroom and closed the door 
behind him. 


‘T've been trying to get hold of you, where have you been Ben?’ 

Ben Hawkins told him that he had been away attending to an urgent business and then he said 
he had cash flow problems and was wondering when he was going to get paid for getting Kevin out 
of the way. 

Chad said, lying through his teeth, ‘that's what I've been calling you about; I wanted to come 
and give you a cheque.’ 

‘No cheques, I only deal with cash,’ Ben said. 

‘Cash it is then,’ Chad replied. 

‘Can I come round and pick it up now?’ 

‘What are you crazy? Do you realise what time it is?’ 

‘Okay, how about tomorrow morning?’ 

‘No. Pll bring it to your office myself tomorrow. Say ten o’clock in the morning.’ 

‘That'll be fine with me. See you.’ The line went dead. 


28 2K 


As soon as the conversation was over, Amanda appeared with a mug of cocoa for Chad. ‘Who 
was that on the phone at this hour?’ 

‘Oh, a client wanting to book an MOT,’ Chad lied. 

‘At this time of the night?’ Amanda questioned. 

‘He was desperate; the MOT on his car was well overdue.’ 

Amanda handed Chad the cocoa and she went to get herself ready for bed. 

Chad was gazing at her with obvious pleasure as she delicately peeled off her clothes knowing 
that she was being watched. When she was down to her panties and bra she left them on and 
proceeded to remove her earrings, and rested them on the dressing table one at a time. Then for a 
second or two she stared at herself in the mirror before removing her bra exposing her well-formed 
breasts. She turned her head and glanced at Chad as if to say she knew she was being watched by 
him and gave him a smile, before making her way towards the Jacuzzi, which Chad had installed 
during Amanda’s pregnancy. 

Just before reaching the tub, with her back turned towards Chad, she grabbed the rim of her 
panties with both hands and pulled it down until it touched the floor, and then she lifted her feet, 
one at a time, leaving the panties on the floor and got herself in the tub. As she had lowered herself 
into the warm water filled with bubble foam, the phone resting on the side of the tub rang. She 
picked the receiver up and brought it to her ear, wondering who could be calling at that time of the 
night. 

‘Hello?’ Amanda said. 

‘What are you doing?’ the voice said. 

She immediately recognised who it was. “Taking a bath,’ she answered. 

“Would you like me to join you?’ 

‘Tf you like,’ she answered softly. 

‘Tl be right there.’ The line went dead. 

Of course it was only Chad, who was in the bedroom, calling her from his mobile. He entered 
the bathroom, pull his shirt off, with his trousers still on, he went to sit on the side of tub and looked 
at Amanda resting there. 

‘Are you going to come in?’ she asked. 

Chad caressed her face gently, and then he leaned over and kissed her. She lifted her hands, 
grabbed his arms and pulled him towards her as they continued to kiss. Amanda then pulled him 
into the tub and they enjoyed each other. 

Once they had come out of the Jacuzzi and were lying next to each other in bed, Chad began to 
talk. 


102 


‘I hope I never lose you. While you were away at your parents place, I was thinking that 
maybe we should take a long weekend together, just you and me. We could go sunbathing in 
Venezuela or somewhere similar.’ 

‘What about Matthew?’ 

‘I'm sure he wouldn't mind staying with your parents.’ 

Amanda looked into his eyes and she could see nothing but love. 

‘I love you Amanda.’ 

“You'll never know how happy you make me feel, Chad.’ 

‘T try my best,’ Chad responded. 

Amanda sighed. ‘That’s all I can ever ask.’ 

‘T really do love you.’ 

‘I love you too, Chad.’ 

They hugged each other and with their lips touching they lay there staring at each other, as if 
they were seeing each other for the first time. That night they caressed each other tenderly, more 
content with touching and feeling each other than making love. They continued showing love and 
tenderness to each other until they could no longer keep their eyes open and fell asleep in each 
others arms. 

The alarm clock by the bedside started to bleep and woke Chad up. He leaned over and 
switched off the alarm, then turned to Amanda who was lying on her back with her eyes closed. She 
looked like Sleeping Beauty. As he kissed her lips, she opened her eyes and looked at Chad. 

‘Good morning,’ Chad said as he leaned on his left elbow, staring at her. 

‘Hmm...’ Amanda grimaced and said, “Good morning.’ 

They stared at each other for a moment. 

Amanda asked, ‘What do you want for breakfast?’ 

Chad looked into her eyes and said, ‘I love you,’ and immediately gave her a small kiss on her 
lips and then he added with a gentle smile, ‘Just coffee and a piece of toast, please.’ 

Amanda giggled and got out of bed, making her way downstairs to the kitchen. As she 
approached the coffee maker, she noticed a rose resting on the kitchen worktop, underneath it was a 
handwritten note. She hesitated for a moment, and then stretched her hand to grab the note. As she 
lifted the paper and saw what was written, she screwed it up and threw the paper and the rose into 
the kitchen dustbin and banged the lid down. She crossed her arms for a moment, looking pensive 
and then she unhooked the handset from its base which was fixed to the kitchen wall and called her 
father. 2 
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Chapter 28 


he phone rang. 
‘Richard Price, here.’ 
‘Dad, it’s me.’ 


-Amanda?’ 

‘Dad, I've got a problem and I need to talk with you urgently.’ 

‘What's the matter?’ 

‘lve found a note on the kitchen worktop. It says: To Amanda with kisses, and it is signed 
Kevin.’ 

‘It can’t be. He is dead. They fished his body out of the River Thames,’ Richard said. 

‘That’s what I thought too,’ Amanda concurred. ‘Dad, if he's still alive...’ 

Richard interrupted her. ‘Come over and we’lI talk. I'll be home all day.’ 

‘Okay. Thanks dad. Bye.’ 


38 28 2k 


At 9.45 on Monday morning Chad had left home pretending he was going to the garage to 
carry out an MOT for one of his clients, but the first thing he did, was stop by at Ben Hawkins’ 
office where he knew he would be waiting for his money. He arrived there at 10 a.m sharp to find 
Ben was sitting at his desk, smoking a cigar. They shook hands and Chad gave him his money. He 
didn't bother to count it as he trusted that it would all be there. They exchanged a few words and 
then Chad made his way to Thomas Cook Travel Agents where he spent hours talking to a 
charming adviser. 

At 11 a.m. Amanda arrived at her parents’ house. Her father, who was standing by the 
window, saw his daughter and went to open the door for her. They put their arms around each 
other’s necks and they hugged. She looked scared. Her red eyes betrayed her attempt to hide the 
fact that she had been crying. 

‘Come in,’ Richard said to his daughter. 

“Where's mum?’ 

‘She’s gone to her friends to deliver a parcel. We need to sort this out before she comes back... 
Now, after we had talked on the phone, I made a call to the caretaker at the morgue and he 
reassured me that the body was identified but he couldn't tell me for sure by whom.’ 

‘Could whoever identified the body have made a mistake?’ 

‘Quite possibly... err... does Chad know anything about this note?’ 

‘No. I haven't told him anything, dad.’ 
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‘In due course we’ll need to tell him. Just leave it to me.’ 

Amanda was standing up as she could not stand still. 

‘Sit down, you’re giving me a headache, and when I have a headache I can’t think,’ Richard 
said with a grin on his face. 

Amanda took a seat whilst Richard remained standing. There was a brief silence as he was 
pacing up and down. 

‘Um ... have you got the note with you?’ 

‘No. I screwed it up and threw it in the bin.’ 

‘Oh... it doesn't really matter, but are you sure it was written by Kevin?’ 

‘As sure as I can be,’ Amanda replied sounding positive. 

‘Look, I know a Private Investigator. He's a good friend of mine. Ill get him to do some 
checking and he should be able to help us get to the bottom of this.’ 

They heard the back door opening. 

‘That must be your mother. Not a word to her, you hear?’ Richard warned Amanda. 

As soon as Dora saw Amanda her face lit up. ‘Amanda, why didn’t you tell me you were 
coming?’ 

Amanda moved closer to her mother and gave her a kiss. Dora looked at her daughter and 
noticed her red eyes, forcing her to ask, ‘Are you alright?’ 

“Yes, mother. Why shouldn’t I be?’ 

“You tell me. Have you been crying?’ 

‘I’ve not been crying. I just didn't sleep very well last night, I had a bit of a headache, you 
know.’ 

‘Did you take anything for it?’ 

“Yes mum.’ 

‘I wished I'd known you were coming... I would've made your favourite cake.’ Dora shook her 
head. 

Richard winked at his daughter and signalled for her to go. 

‘Don’t worry mum. Anyway, I must be going now.’ 

‘Already?’ 

“Yes, I've got some errands to run.’ 

‘But you haven't told me how that grandson of mine is doing?’ 

‘He's fine mum. I must rush!’ Amanda kissed her parents and left. 

‘I worry about her,’ Dora said aloud. ‘I don’t believe a word that she said. I know she's been 
crying.’ 

Richard said, ‘I think you are over-imagining things. In any case, she is entitled to cry. Most 
women do.’ 

‘And that is usually when they are not happy!’ Dora rebutted. 

‘Look, she is a grown woman now,’ Richard remarked, although he knew sometimes she could 
act like a little girl. ‘Whatever it is, I'm sure she will come through.’ 

Dora planted a kiss on Richard’s lips. “Yes, Mr. Optimist.’ 
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At 1 p.m. Amanda received a call. She picked up the telephone and saw it was her dad. 
‘Did you find out anything?’ 

‘Kevin Sawyer is dead,’ Richard confirmed. 

Amanda was shocked. ‘Are you sure?’ 

‘His body was positively identified by his friend, a Sam Wittington.’ 

“What are you saying?’ Amanda looked puzzled. 

‘I'm saying that the note you found was not written by Kevin.’ 
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“Then who did?’ 

‘Probably someone who knew Kevin’s handwriting.’ 

‘Terrific!’ Amanda sighed. 

‘T think we should sit tight. Don't tell Chad anything, yet.’ 

‘That’s it?’ Amanda sounded disappointed. 

‘No, no, I've not finished yet... I’ve heard from a good source that Sam Wittington is missing.’ 

‘Missing like in 'missing' or is he dead?’ 

‘No idea. All I can say is watch this space.’ 

At this point Chad suddenly walked in. Amanda was surprised to see him home so early. 

‘Okay talk to you later,’ Amanda told her dad and put the phone down. Then turning to Chad 
she said, ‘how come you're home so early?’ 

‘Have you forgotten it is a Bank Holiday today?’ 

‘T thought you told me this morning you needed to go to work?’ 

‘I just needed to do that MOT for that guy who rang me last night. That doesn't take all day.’ 
After a short pause, Chad added, ‘Young lady, I have got news for you.’ 

‘Oh, don’t tell me you've got a surprise for me.” Amanda tried to look and sound cheerful. 

Chad nodded. ‘You could call it that. You remember I told you we need to go away 
somewhere. Well, you can start packing your suitcase for us, my dear lady; we are going to Rome 
for a weekend break.’ 

‘This coming weekend?’ Amanda queried. 

‘Yes, and I've got the tickets right here in my pocket.’ Chad took them out and showed them to 
his wife. 

Amanda was dumbfounded. ‘Look, before you get angry, I didn’t think you were thinking of 
this weekend...’ 

Chad cut in. ‘The agency gave me a good deal, a 50% discount on everything, and I had to 
grab it. The offer is for this weekend only.’ 

‘Are you sure you can’t tell the agency to extend the offer to next weekend?’ 

‘No we can’t.’ Chad raised his voice and felt slightly disappointed with Amanda. He'd 
expected her to be excited about it all. 

Amanda saw the displeasure in Chad eyes. ‘Okay, okay. This weekend it is.’ 

‘Who was it on the phone?’ 

“When?’ 

“When I came in I saw you on the phone.’ 

‘Oh, that was my mother,’ she lied. ‘As a matter of fact I was asking her if she was happy to 
look after Matthew as you and I were planning a weekend away.’ 

‘And what did she say?’ 

“Yes, of course. But I didn't tell her it would be this weekend.’ 

‘Ring her and tell her. I'm sure she will be agreeable, she loves Matthew.’ 

Amanda shook her head, lifted her right hand up and then picked up the receiver from its 
cradle. As she started to dial her parents’ home, Chad went upstairs. 

‘Mum, I need a big favour from you.’ Dora listened attentively. 

‘Chad and I are going away...’ 

Dora cut in. ‘When?’ 

‘This weekend... can you look after Matthew for us?’ 

Dora raised a slight objection. 

‘Look I'm sorry. I know it's short notice, but if you can’t...’ 

‘No, no, no, it would be a pleasure.’ 

‘Thank you, mum!’ Amanda replaced the handset on its cradle and went upstairs to tell Chad 
about it and found him coming out of the shower, with a towel wrapped around his waist. 

As soon as he saw her, he said with a smile, ‘fancy fooling around for a bit.’ 


“What, now?’ 

‘What’s wrong, Matthew's not here!’ 

“But what if he should return early and catch us?’ 

‘I'm sure he'll be happy to see his parents so in love with each other.’ 
On that note Chad moved in on Amanda. # 
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Chapter 29 


Four days later... 


determined to make the best of their two-day break to this beautiful city. He chose Rome 
as the place to go and reaffirm his commitment to Amanda because he was given a 50% 
wiuwrvuut, otherwise he would have chosen Paris. 

When they got to Rome, there were no gladiatorial combats and wild beast hunts to entertain 
them, but they nevertheless felt privileged standing amongst the ruins of this huge theatre - The 
Coliseum - that once housed 70,000 spectators. A very long time ago, Chad had watched a 
wonderful film called “Ben Hur’ featuring Charlston Heston. Never in his wildest dreams did he 
ever think that one day he would visit the very circus where the famous race had been filmed. That 
was a real treat. They had a guided visit to the Pantheon and both Amanda and Chad found it quite 
educational. Amanda, in particular, was delighted to see the interior of this beautiful temple. Other 
memorable parts of their visit included being able to feast their eyes on some of the most beautiful 
works of art in Rome, sailing down the Venetian canal in a Gondola, and standing in front of the 
leaning tower of Pisa. 

Whilst they were sitting in a small restaurant on the canal having dinner, Chad noticed that 
Amanda’s mind was elsewhere. She couldn't stop thinking of the person who might have put that 
note on her kitchen worktop. 

‘Isn’t that amazing?’ Chad said. 

“What is?’ Amanda enquired. 

‘Here I am in the most romantic city in the world with the most beautiful woman in the 
world...’ 

Amanda interrupted him. ‘I'm sorry, love, for being so boring.’ 

‘Is there any particular reason for this?’ 

‘My mind is on Matthew,’ she lied. “You know how I worry about him.’ 

‘He's alright. I'm sure he is having a nice time with his nanny and grandpa. Come on let’s get 
lively. This is our chance to forget our troubles and be together,’ Chad sounded pleading. 

Amanda stared at Chad for a moment, figured he had a point, and decided to put on a smile 
and said, “you're right.’ 


N either Amanda nor Chad had ever visited Rome. This was their maiden visit and Chad was 
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Chad feeling happy that finally Amanda appeared to be seeing things his way, said, ‘That's my 
girl.’ 

They leaned across the table and Amanda planted a kiss on Chad’s lips and then they 
continued eating their meal and sipping a glass containing a fine red Italian wine. 

“You know what I think?’ 

‘No. Tell me.’ 

‘T think that... we should have another child.’ Chad had expected his wife to jump up with joy, 
but instead it fell flat. 

Amanda looked at Chad and realised he was waiting for a positive answer. ‘I think that would 
be lovely.’ The words were said with little enthusiasm. 

Chad looked at Amanda and decided to put her lack of excitement down to tiredness. ‘Me too,’ 
he said and cut a piece of his fried Lampuki, which they were having as a starter and placed it in his 
mouth. 

‘Eat Amanda,’ Chad said with a light smile. ‘Before your Lampuki decides to swim away.’ 

Unexpectedly, a couple who was on the plane with them entered the restaurant. Chad, on an 
impulse, decided to ask them to join them at their table and the couple accepted his invitation. As 
soon as they sat down and saw what Chad and Amanda were eating, they asked, ‘what are you both 
eating?’ 

Chad explained. ‘This is Dorado or mahi-mahi and the Maltese call it Lampuki, a kind of fish 
that migrates past the Maltese islands during the autumn. You should try it, it’s very nice.’ 

Whilst they were eating, Chad decided to tell a joke. He was so hopeless with his jokes that it 
got Amanda laughing her head off to hide her embarrassment. 

‘Chad, don't give up your day job,’ Amanda said, looking jovial, causing the couple to laugh at 
her comments. Chad laughed as well, knowing that Amanda was not really being unkind. 

After dinner Amanda complained of feeling tired. They bid goodbye to their newly found 
friends and went back to their hotel. Once they were in bed, Amanda had her back against Chad and 
she was quietly crying. She couldn't stop herself worrying about the note she had found on her 
kitchen worktop. Her thoughts and fear that someone was trying to torment her was frightening the 
life out of her. She didn't particularly want to be in Rome at that moment in time, but knew for the 
sake of her husband she had to put on a brave face and make it seem like she was enjoying every 
minute of their weekend break. 

Monday morning couldn't come soon enough for her. She was so desperate to get on the plane 
back to England and when the time arrived, she heaved a sigh of relief. 
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Back in England, the mother of Sam Wittington had reported to the Essex police that her son 
was missing, saying that she hadn't heard from him in over a week. ‘My son phones me every 
evening without fail,’ Mrs. Wittington had told the policeman who took her deposition. 

As Sam was the one who identified the body of Kevin Sawyer, a case that Detective Inspector 
CJ Fairfield had been involved with five years ago, the latter was informed of Sam’s possible 
disappearance. 

CJ was reported to have said at a press conference he gave yesterday afternoon that ‘it was too 
early to suspect foul play but he had promised to take the matter seriously’. When asked how he 
was doing with the case of Lydia Cunningham, which also happened five years ago, he said he had 
been following several leads but none had yielded sufficient results to take the case to court’. When 
the same question was asked about Kevin Sawyer, he gave the same answer. 

Everyone who knew CJ knew that he was renowned for getting results and couldn't understand 
why he still hadn't been able to bring about successful convictions. When he was questioned on this 
issue his reply was: 
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‘...each case is unique in its own right. Sometimes it takes time to find the 
needle in the haystack, other times the culprit may be standing next to you 
and you know that he or she have done it, but the law requires proof and 
unfortunately in those cases cited above, we are a bit short of that... the 
important thing is that I'm a very patient man and I would ask the same of 
everyone!’ 
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Chad and Amanda had finally returned from their weekend away. When they arrived they were 
greeted with the beautiful British weather: rain, cold wind, a bit of sunshine then more rain and 
more cold wind. Had they been very unlucky they might have had to put up with snow. On the same 
day they were home, Amanda went to her parents to pick up Matthew. While she was there, she had 
a brief private conversation with her father, who informed her that a reporter had been spotted 
sniffing around and was seen in the street where she lives. 

‘Do you know his name?’ Amanda asked, looking anxious. 

‘T've been told he calls himself John Briggs... I did a bit of research on him and I found out 
that he's a reporter for the Essex Evening Star. 

Amanda gasped. ‘Do you suppose he could be the one who might have placed that note...’ 

Richard looking straight at Amanda, said, ‘as a good detective would tell you, when a crime 
has been committed, anyone is a suspect.’ After a pause, he added, ‘I have it on good authority that 
this Briggs fellow is one of CJ Fairfield’s informants.’ 

‘Oh, my God! He's a very persistent detective.’ She looked at Richard, her eyes dark and 
troubled, her face suddenly inexplicably worried. 2 
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Chapter 30 


MD Motors Ltd. They went straight to the reception area. Sitting at the desk was Veronique 
LeBlanc, a beautiful French brunette, dressed smartly, and looking very officious. 
van I help you?’ 

‘I hope you can,’ CJ said. ‘We’re looking for Mr. Chad Donaldson.’ 

‘I’m sorry you‘ve just missed him.’ 

‘Any idea when he’ll be back?’ 

‘Hmm... I’m not sure... he’s gone to...’ 

Before Miss Veronique could complete her answer, Jovani Malone appeared. She immediately 
turned her head to look at him and said, ‘these gentlemen are looking for Chad. He just left for the 
auction.’ 

Addressing the two gentlemen, Jovani said, ‘Hello, I am Jovani Malone, Chad Donaldson’s 
business partner. Chad’s not here. Can I be of any help?’ 

‘!’m Detective Inspector CJ Fairfield and this is Karina, my assistant. We are from the Kent 
Police Homicide Department.’ 

With a defiant stare, Jovani shook hands with the duo. ‘Did you say Homicide Department?’ 
Jovani verified. 

‘Yes, sir, but there is nothing to worry about, we just wanted to ask him a few questions, but as 
you’re his business partner, perhaps we can ask you a few questions?’ Inspector Fairfield said. 

‘Of course, I’m always ready to be of help to the police... I have an office out the back, let’s go 
in there as we can talk more privately,’ Jovani said and led the duo to his office. 

When they were all seated Jovani leaned forward, arms crossed on his desk and said, ‘Now, 
Inspector what would you like to know?’ 

Karina pulled out a photo of Sam from his pocket and showed it to Jovani. ‘Have you ever seen 
this man?’ 

Jovani held the photo in his hand and as soon as he looked at the picture, without any hesitation 
he said, ‘Yes. That’s Sam Wittington.’ 

“Could you tell us where you’ve met him?’ CJ asked. 

‘Here. A few weeks back, he brought his car in for a paint job. I did a first class job for him.’ 

CJ nodded. ‘I’m sure you did.’ 

‘Has something happened to him Inspector?’ Jovani asked, looking curious. 

‘Well, this is the situation. His mother, obviously worried, has reported him missing for over a 
week.’ 

‘Kids these days don’t always tell their mothers where they are going. Maybe he has gone away 


Y ollowing a lead, by an anonymous caller, CJ Fairfield and his assistant Karina arrived at 
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on holiday somewhere. Come to think of it when I gave him his invoice for the paint job, he didn’t 
look too happy and as I recall he said something like shit, this will eat into my holiday money. 1 
asked him if he was planning to go somewhere nice and he mentioned, Venezuela, I believe.’ 

Karina made a note of that. ‘Did he say how long he might be going there for?’ 

Jovani was quick to reply. ‘No. We didn’t really talk for long, as there was another client 
waiting.’ 

‘Well thank you very much,’ CJ said to Jovani and he got on his feet. ‘You’ve been very 
helpful.’ 

As the duo came out of Jovani’s office, CJ commented, ‘This is quite a huge place you’ve got 
here. How is business doing?’ 

‘Actually, business only picked up after the merger.’ 

‘The merger?’ 

‘Well, I had my own business selling secondhand cars on this site, and Chad had his own 
business repairing cars on the adjoining site. When the recession hit us hard, neither of us were 
doing well. Chad and I decided to join forces and that was the best decision we’ve ever made. We 
gave the place a face-lift and rebranded ourselves as MD Motors Ltd. Ever since, business has 
soared.’ 

‘Don’t tell me MD stands for...’ 

Jovani cut in. ‘Malone and Donaldson.’ 

“Aha! I thought so.’ 

‘I must say this place really looks nice.’ 

“Would you like me to show you round, Inspector?’ 

‘Now?’ 

“Why not?’ 

‘Err... yeah, why not, indeed?’ CJ replied. That was exactly what he had hoped for, and Jovani 
had played right into his hands. 

Jovani first took the duo in the showroom, where there were three cars on display, and then he 
walked them to the reception area and showed them where the customers sit and wait. CJ could not 
help notice the orange juice dispenser and coffee/tea dispenser with biscuits in a bowl on coffee 
tables, surrounded by leather covered two-seaters and chairs. Moving towards the back of the 
building, Jovani pointed to the area where used cars were kept and there were over two hundred of 
them, mostly Mercedes-Benz. Then they arrived at the area where the repairs were done. It was a 
huge section with several hydraulic lifts. 

‘There must be a lot of money invested in this business?’ CJ said. 

‘A few million, Inspector,’ Jovani said with a smirk on his face. 

As they were walking around CJ casually asked, ‘Tell me, Jovani, what is it like to have 
Donaldson as a partner?’ 

Jovani made a face. ‘To tell you the truth I couldn’t have wished for a better guy to partner 
with,’ and he quickly added, ‘but please don’t tell him I said that.’ 

CJ shook his head. ‘Don’t worry your secret is safe with me,’ he said grinning. Suddenly he 
appeared fascinated with the hydraulic lifts. “How does this thing work?’ pointing to one of the 
hydraulic lifts. 

‘This is a very simple but extremely useful piece of equipment. Cost a lot of money, mind you. 
It has three buttons, GREEN, YELLOW and RED, but most of the time we only use the GREEN 
and the YELLOW buttons. Once the car is standing on the lift, pressing the GREEN button takes 
the lift slowly up, and pressing the YELLOW button takes the lift slowly down to the floor. Once 
the car is in the air the mechanic can freely work on the under section of the car.’ 

‘As simple as that, is it?’ 

‘Yes, Inspector,’ Jovani replied. 

CJ appeared very impressed. He really wanted to go and try the buttons. ‘Err... when would you 
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use the RED button?’ 

‘Oh, almost never!’ Jovani shook his head in a characteristic fashion. ‘This is a special button 
for this model only. I don’t even know why the maker put it there.’ 

Karina interjected. ‘Surely it has a function?’ 

‘Oh, of course it has. If you press the RED button once and the lift will come down to the floor 
very quickly, crushing anything underneath it.’ 

‘That sounds dangerous to me,’ CJ remarked. 

‘Very very dangerous,’ said Jovani shaking his head with a grimace on his face. 

CJ kept looking around as if something was bothering him. ‘The area we are in now, looks 
dirtier than other areas.’ 

‘Of course,’ Jovani said shaking his head. 

‘No, no, I do understand that this is where some of the messy works get done, but I think you 
should fire the person who does the cleaning in here.’ 

‘Why?’ Jovani asked looking puzzled. 

‘Look, this area under this lift is cleaner than the area under the other lifts, including the areas 
where there are no lifts. Can you see that?’ CJ asked. 

‘Oh, yes, I see what you mean, Inspector.’ Jovani concurred reluctantly. 

Jovani couldn’t understand why that was the case. He knew there hadn’t been any oil spillages 
as such, and since this was a restricted area, the cleaner wouldn’t have been cleaning this area of the 
building because she had no insurance cover. Any cleaning needed where the lifts were would have 
been done by a junior mechanic and he had been on sick leave for two weeks. Whilst he was 
scratching his head searching for a reasonable explanation, CJ was scanning the area and he noticed 
where the legs of the lifts normally rested when they were on the ground, for one of the lifts, the 
floor was badly dented, suggesting that the lift must have been taken down hastily, possibly using 
the dreaded RED button. 

CJ, pointing to the dents on the floor, turned to Jovani and asked, ‘What happened here?’ 

Jovani looked surprise. ‘I don’t know,’ he said faintly. He bent down and touched one of the 
dents with his fingers and the cement felt fresh and powdery. 

There was a moment of silence. CJ directed his eyes to the open space and couldn’t take his 
eyes off a round steel tank that he’d noticed at the bottom of the yard and wondered what it was 
used for. Pointing to the tank he said jokingly, ‘don’t tell me this is where you guys have a bath 
when you’ve finished work?’ 

Jovani laughed shaking his head several times. ‘Inspector, if you took a bath in this tank you 
would disappear.’ 

CJ chuckled. ‘Is that so, how come?’ 

‘Because it is filled with G8 wheel acid.’ 

Karina interjected. ‘That’s a type of hydrochloric acid, isn’t it?’ 

‘Correct!’ Jovani confirmed, laughing himself silly. 

CJ thought for a moment then said, ‘so if someone should... no, no, no.’ CJ interrupted his own 
sentence. He was beginning to formulate a scenario in his own head. He decided instead to ask a 
different question. ‘Tell me, during this last Bank Holiday weekend were you open for business?’ 

‘Inspector, like everyone else we need a rest too. We all stopped work on Thursday afternoon 
and we were not open for business until Tuesday morning,’ Jovani stated. 

CJ decided to walk towards the tank; Karina and Jovani followed him. He was curious to see 
inside the tank. When he’d got close to it, he stepped on the steel ladder leaning against it and 
purposely threw one of his driving gloves in the tank and watched it melt away in front of his very 
own eyes. 

‘Wow!’ CJ swallowed. 

Looking straight at Jovani CJ asked, ‘During the four days you were closed, did you or anyone 
else come to this building?’ 


‘I know I didn’t and I don’t think any of the other workers would have.’ 

“What about your partner?’ 

“You mean Chad Donaldson?’ 

CJ nodded with a gentle smile. He certainly didn’t mean Jovani’s wife! 

‘Chad might have... he’s a bit of a workaholic and sometimes if a client rings him for an urgent 


job, he would normally oblige.’ 
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CJ was pensive for a moment and then said, “Yousee Mr. Malone; I’ve got a bit of a problem.’ 

‘Oh!’ Jovani shook his head. 

‘What kind of car do you drive?’ 

“A Mercedes SL convertible!’ 

‘What kind of car does your partner drives? 

“A Mercedes SL convertible!’ 

‘What colour are the cars?’ 

‘Silver... both of them,’ Jovani confirmed. 

‘That’s my problem... a silver Mercedes SL convertible was seen parked here last Saturday 
afternoon during the period you said you were closed for business. Two men got out of the car and 
entered this building. An hour later, only one of them left the building and drove away in a hurry.’ 

‘What are you insinuating, Inspector?’ Jovani sounded angry. He was shaking his head so 
frantically, if he didn’t stop, it looked like it was going to fly off his neck! 

‘I’m not insinuating anything.’ 

“What was the registration number of the car?’ Jovani asked. 

‘That is also slightly problematic,’ CJ admitted. ‘What we have is not complete. We have 
MD646... Unfortunately my informant could not remember the last number. But I have a fairly 
good description of the man who entered and left the building,’ CJ clarified. 

‘Inspector, both Chad and I have private number plates. My car registration number is MD6462 
whilst Chad’s is MD6461. I can tell you categorically it was not my car that was parked here. I 
spent all my Saturday afternoon shopping with my wife,’ Jovani asserted. 

Suddenly Jovani had had enough of CJ. ‘Inspector, if you don’t have anymore questions for me, 
I would like to get back to my desk and do some work.’ 

‘Of course,’ CJ acknowledged that he had taken a lot of Jovani’s time. ‘Thank you for your time 
and for showing us around.’ 

‘It was my pleasure,’ said Jovani shaking his head as he couldn’t wait to see the duo gone. 

As Karina and CJ were leaving, CJ turned and handed his business card to Jovani. ‘Take this 
and if you should remember anything... anything at all, just call me.’ 

They made their way out and Jovani watched them leave. 

Jovani immediately returned to where the hydraulic lift was, and looked at the dents on the floor 
again. He asked all the mechanics if they had seen those dents before and if so when, and none of 
them recalled seeing any dents on the floor prior to their long weekend off. Jovani knew he hadn't 
come near the building and therefore it left only one person—his partner. « 
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Chapter 31 


T he following Saturday afternoon Chad and Matthew were playing football in their back 
garden. Amanda was in the conservatory watching father and son playing happily together. 
She couldn’t help thinking about what would happen if one day Chad should discover that 
.. ...S not Matthew’s father. She could imagine how he might react. She knew, he certainly 
wouldn’t be excited about it but she hoped that he would not stop loving the boy. After all it wasn’t 
Matthew’s fault that he happened to have been born to a couple with marital problems. Amanda 
recalled a song entitled ‘Life’. An extract of the lyrics raced through her mind: 

Life at times can be cruel, 

However, we must never on the past dwell. 

Yesterday is in the past. 

No crying, however long it lasts, 

Can change it, but tomorrow 

Is quite different, my dear fellow. 

Tomorrow is within our control, 

Within our power, am told, 

To make it what we want it to be. 

This is where we should put our energy. 

Despite understanding what all the words meant, still, Amanda couldn’t prevent a 
tear forming in the corner of her eyes. Although she knew she could never undo the 
past, she looked at the future and could see problems brewing. For a long time, she 
had been sitting on a time bomb but what she didn’t know was that it was about to 
explode. Whilst she was in deep thought, the house phone started to ring. Chad could 
hear it from outside and yet Amanda didn’t, prompting Chad to ask her to pick up the 
incoming call. Amanda rushed into the kitchen to pick up the receiver and as she did 
so, it stopped ringing. She banged the receiver on its cradle and shouted, ‘shit!’ As 
she started to walk away, the phone rang again and she turned back quickly and lifted 
the receiver. 

After listening to the caller, she placed the receiver on the kitchen worktop and 
went to the back door and told Chad it was for him. She quickly rushed upstairs as 
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she didn’t want her husband to notice that she‘d been crying. Chad interrupted his 
play and went to see what the caller wanted. 

Whilst Chad was on the phone, Matthew had inadvertently kicked the ball so 
hard that it flew in the air and went into the neighbour’s garden. He rushed to the 
neighbour’s wall and decided to climb over it. In so doing, he fell hitting his head on 
the paving, he broke his femur in three places and sustained a heavy cut on his 
forehead. He was in agony. Chad could hear his son screaming. He dropped the 
receiver and rushed out of the kitchen. When he saw his son lying on the floor in a 
pool of blood, he wasted no time in calling for an ambulance. 

Matthew was rushed to the nearest general hospital for emergency treatment. 
Whilst the doctors and nurses were attending to Matthew, Amanda and Chad sat 
anxiously in the waiting room. Half an hour later, the Casualty Medical Officer came 
out looking grim. 

‘How is my son,’ Amanda asked, shaking like a leaf. 

‘His situation is critical. He needs a blood transfusion.’ 

Chad was quick to step forward and volunteered to be the donor. 

‘What blood group are you, sir?’ 

‘Iam group B Rhesus positive and my wife is O Rhesus negative,’ Chad said. 

The doctor staring at Chad shook his head. ‘Are you sure you are group B, sir?’ 

Chad pulled out his donor card from his wallet, double-checked and said, ‘here 
see for yourself doctor, if you don’t believe me.’ And he showed him the card. 
Looking at the expression on the doctor’s face Chad asked, ‘is there a problem?’ 

The doctor nodded. ‘Your son is group A,’ and then he immediately turned to 
Amanda. ‘Look, Mrs. Donaldson I may be able to use your blood, are you willing to 
donate it?, if not I will call the blood bank.’ 

‘If you can use my blood, of course I am willing to donate,’ Amanda confirmed. 

‘Then, please come with me, we have no time to lose.’ The doctor took Amanda 
to a room, leaving Chad by himself, wondering why his blood couldn’t be used. 

What the doctor didn’t have time to explain to Chad there and then, but did so 
later on, was that because Matthew’s blood group was A Rhesus positive and Chad’s 
blood type was B Rhesus positive, the latter couldn’t give his blood to Matthew, 
whilst Amanda’s blood being type O, was a universal donor. Although she was 
Rhesus negative, and Matthew was Rhesus positive, the boy could still receive his 
mother’s blood. 

Chad may have been a mechanic but he wasn’t ignorant about blood groups, as 
he had donated blood before. Learning that he was not a suitable blood donor for his 
son came as a shock. 

Moments later, Amanda’s parents having heard the news that their grandson had 
been injured, arrived at the hospital. On their arrival, Chad filled his in-laws in on 
what was happening. 

“Where is Amanda?’ Dora asked. 

“The doctor took her inside, so that they could use her blood.’ 

Knowing that Chad was a regular blood donor she asked, ‘why didn’t you 
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volunteer to give your blood, Chad?’ 

‘I wanted to Dora, but the doctor said that I’m the wrong blood type.’ 

‘Oh!’ Dora was surprised. 

Chad and Richard looked at each other. The latter knew immediately that the cat 
was out of the bag and by the way Chad was looking at him, Richard knew his son- 
in-law had already worked it out. What Richard and his daughter had tried hard to 
conceal from Chad was finally out in the open. Chad had come to learn that he was 
not the biological father of Matthew. Even without a paternity test, there was no way 
he could be the father. If he was, then Matthew’s blood type would have been either 
type B, or O not A. 

ok 2K 2k 

After the transfusion was done, Amanda was placed in a bed in a recovery room, 
resting. She was conscious but felt a bit weak. Amanda’s parents and Chad had been 
informed that Matthew was off the critical list, but they would have to wait a bit 
longer before they could see him. However, they were told that they could go and see 
Amanda, and they were taken to the room where she was. 

When they entered the room Amanda was awake, looking pale. Both Richard and 
Dora, as soon as they were near her bed, leaned down and gave their daughter a kiss, 
but Chad stood there and simply stared at Amanda. By the way Chad looked at her 
she knew that the secret she had tried so hard to keep from Chad was no longer a 
secret. She gazed at her husband with tears filling her eyes. Dora, who had also been 
kept in the dark, couldn’t understand what was going on, and started to ask questions. 
Richard intervened and told her he would explain everything to her later on. 

Chad removed himself and went to sit on a chair in the corridor and was swiftly 
followed by Richard who went to sit next to him. He felt at least partially guilty for 
the way he had handled the situation when his daughter had asked for his help. What 
do you tell a man who first by chance had discovered his wife had secretly cheated on 
him and after he had forgiven her, five years later he learnt that the child he thought 
was his was not his after all? 

ok 2K 2k 

‘Chad,’ Richard said, putting his arm across his son-in-law’s shoulder. ‘Don’t be 
angry with Amanda. If you need to be mad with someone then be mad with me, 
because it was my fault.’ 

Chad turned his face towards Richard and glared, waiting for an explanation. 

“You see Chad, when Amanda was told by her GP, that there was almost no 
chance that the baby was yours, she came to see me and we talked. She really wanted 
to come clean with you, but I took the responsibility to break it gently to you at the 
right time.’ There was a pause. “But the right time never came. Each time I wanted to 
tell you and I saw how happy you were as a dad to be, and when the baby was born I 
saw how joyful you were as a father...’ Richard pulled out his handkerchief and 
wiped his eyes, took a deep breath and then continued, ‘I... I just couldn’t bring 
myself to spoil your happy moments. So you see Chad, it was entirely my fault, and 
I’m so sorry.’ 
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Chad felt numb. He got up and walked away from his father-in-law. 
‘Chad, please,’ Richard begged, but Chad continued to walk. Was it only 
Richard’s fault? Or should Amanda have shared the blame? « 


Chapter 32 


as she had imagined. If she was going to lay her ghosts to rest, she felt she needed to return 


| fter Alisha had returned to Venezuela to get over her divorce, she found it was not as easy 
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to England and face the memories of where it had all happened. Whilst initially she had 
vv pt there was nothing left for her in England to come back to, on several occasions her thoughts 
had drifted on to Chad, and she had this undying desire to meet him again! 

Her plane landed at London Heathrow Airport (LHA) at 2.15 in the afternoon on a clear 
August day. The sun was shining, the air was warm, there was no wind, and Alisha took a deep 
breath, delighted to be standing on British soil again. 

She had always loved being in England and it felt good for her soul, just to be back. After 
having passed through Customs, she felt strong, independent, but still not as free as she wanted to 
be and as she walked outside with the porter she hailed a cab. 

There was no one waiting for her and she was not unhappy about it. However much she loved 
Venezuela, England was where her heart was. Even though it was the place where she gave her 
heart to someone and he broke it, still it was the place where she wanted to be. She was quite 
capable of looking after herself and that was exactly what she intended to do. 

She wanted to call Chad and tell him that she was coming back but at the last minute changed 
her mind. She just didn’t want to be that forward. After all she had only met him once, but she had 
never forgotten the fourteen hours or so she’d spent with him on the plane sharing personal 
experiences. 

Chad had thought of Alisha once or twice, but never believed she would come back to the UK 
and even if she did, he wasn’t interested in starting anything with her as long as he had Amanda. 
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When the cab pulled up in front of The Ritz Hotel, she got out, paid the driver and took her 
suitcases to the reception desk. The receptionist greeted her with a warm and a friendly smile. After 
she was informed of her room number and was issued with a keycard, a porter carried her suitcases 
to the lift and she followed after him. Once she was in her room and the porter had placed her 
suitcases on her bed she offered him a tip and he went. 

Later on that evening she went down to the hotel dining room and had roast lamb with 
Yorkshire puddings, carrots, peas and cauliflower for her main course, ice cream for dessert, and a 
nice cup of English tea to finish off. 

As she returned to her room, she caught sight of herself in a long mirror fixed to a side wall 
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and she was painfully reminded of how thin she had become. Although there were traces of sadness 
in her eyes, she looked much better than she did when she had first left the country to return to 
Venezuela, several weeks before. 

Her stay in the hotel was temporary until she could return to her house in Islington, which her 
ex-husband had decided to let her have during the divorce agreement. She was tempted to stay in 
Venezuela but if she had, she would have needed to sell or rent out the house, as she certainly 
wouldn’t have left it empty for fear of squatters settling in. 
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A week later she was once again in her house in Islington. It was a beautiful four-bed building 
with an intricate, multi-faceted structure, erected on two levels, with a sharply pointed roof almost 
like a hat, perched on top, with windows like illusionary glints. The design of the house was old and 
quite authentic-looking, perhaps one-of-a-kind. 

Being in the house where she once lived as a married woman, she had to face the memories of 
her ex-husband, so that she could put everything behind her once and for all. She no longer thought 
of herself as a divorcee, but if she was going to live with what had happened, she felt that she had to 
deal with it, where it had happened, and face it all before she could move on. 

As she roved restlessly from room to room, she fought hard not to let the memories depress 
her. It was almost ten o’clock at night when she finally had the courage to walk into her bedroom 
and stare at the four-poster bed she had shared with her ex-husband for ten years. She stood there 
for a long moment, looking around, remembering the hours she had spent with him. She walked 
slowly through the rest of the house, knowing that she wanted to be free, totally free. Her ex- 
husband had chosen to spend his life with another woman and now she wanted to do the same. 

Suddenly she wanted to pick up the phone and call Chad to tell him she was back in England, 
but she was frightened. Maybe he won’t even remember me, she told herself. Maybe the police have 
arrested him and put him away for the crimes he had committed. What a travesty that would be, she 
thought. All he had done was protect what was his, what in his eyes God had put together and 
someone else had tried to put asunder. 

As she walked slowly back to her bedroom late that night, she thought again of both men, her 
ex-husband who had broken her heart by cheating on her and of Chad a man who had touched her 
heart in a short space of time. 

This is crazy, she said to herself. When she woke up the next morning she suddenly decided to 
call the estate agents, listing the house. Having felt lighter and freer she once again felt the urge to 
go back to Venezuela, this time for good. She had made up her mind. She had come to bury the 
memories of her ex-husband once and for all and this, she felt she had done, and now it was time to 
get out of the house and pretend it never existed. 

Alisha moved back to the hotel for a couple of nights before leaving for Venezuela for good, 
leaving behind the ghost that was haunting her life. But there was one thing she felt she had to do. 
After breakfast, consisting of eggs, bacon, beans and two pieces of toast, she swallowed her coffee 
as if she was in a hurry. She went back to her hotel room and pulled out the most beautiful outfit she 
had in her suitcase and pressed them using her travel iron. She took Chad’s business card from her 
handbag and stared at it for a moment thinking of that day when they’d sat next to each other in the 
plane, and then she called for a taxi. 

She wondered if she would see Chad one more time if she went to his workplace, but she 
smiled to herself at the improbability of it. It was a long shot. 

When the taxi dropped her in front of MD Motors Ltd., she got out of the taxi, paid the driver 
and stood there staring at the building. She hesitated for a moment and then felt that she was being 
drawn by a powerful force towards the front entrance door and couldn’t really explain why. She 
thought again, what if Chad doesn’t recognise me? What she didn’t see as she stood there hesitating 
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to go in, sitting inside in his office was Chad. He was almost certain that it was Alisha standing in 
the front yard. For a moment he thought it was an illusion, a dream. The woman he was seeing 
through his office window looked much prettier and smartly dressed too, with her hair tied in a 
familiar bun. The resemblance was much like Alisha, as was something about her expression, from 
what he could see at that distance, but he knew that Alisha was in Venezuela, and decided that the 
woman outside his workplace wasn't Alisha; he refocused his eyes on the invoices he was looking 
at. 

Alisha opened the entrance door and walked towards Veronique, the receptionist. 

‘Is Mr. Chad Donaldson here?’ Alisha asked hesitantly. 

‘Yes,’ Veronique said, ‘he is in his office, please take a seat and I'll call him for you. Err... 
who shall I say wants to see him?’ 

‘Just say it’s Alisha.’ There was a small smile on her lips. 

When Chad came out of his office and saw Alisha sitting in the waiting area with her back 
turned partially towards him, he stood there and then slowly he began to move towards her, 
carefully. Hearing footsteps, Alisha turned her head and as soon as she saw Chad, she stood up and 
they looked at each other. The smile on Alisha’s face began to widen, and Chad smiled at her. They 
both wanted to hug each other but did not dare. Instead, they shook hands and they both sat down 
and started to talk. Neither of them could believe that sitting next to each other again was real 
because it felt like a dream. 

‘Look I was about to go to lunch, I would love you to accompany me,’ Chad offered. ‘We’ll be 
able to talk more privately there.’ 

Alisha cleared her throat. “‘Won’t your wife be upset if you take me to lunch?’ 

He leaned towards her, close enough so that he caught the scent of Chanel No.5. ‘I’m letting 
her go,’ he said. 

Alisha looked shocked but was quietly happy to hear what he’d said. 

‘Then let’s go to lunch and you can tell me what’s brought that on.’ 

There was a little restaurant round the corner where they were able to talk more quietly. 

‘Come on.’ And without waiting for an answer, Chad grabbed Alisha’s hand and led her out of 
the front door. When they got to the restaurant they slipped behind a small table in a corner, and 
Chad looked at her with a slow, happy smile. 

‘What would you like to drink? Some wine? Or Prosecco perhaps?’ 

Alisha simply shook her head in answer, whilst Chad opted for a glass of wine. Once the 
waiter had left them, Alisha turned to Chad and spoke softly. ‘Chad, what’s gone wrong?’ 

He nodded slowly, first looking down at his wine glass, as she watched him. 

Then he looked up at her, his eyes seeking hers, as though that alone caused him great pain. 
The look of sorrow on his face was enough to tell Alisha that there was something that had 
seriously gone wrong. 

‘Would you like to talk about it?’ 

He took a little breath and sat back against the back of the chair, still keeping his eyes locked 
in hers. 

‘T really shouldn’t be boring you with my problems.’ 

“Trust me, you can never bore me,’ Alisha replied. 

‘I don't know what happened. One minute everything was going so well and the next I found 
out my entire married life had been a total sham.’ Chad went on to tell Alisha about his paternity 
test. 

‘I’m so sorry to hear this... after having listened to your story on the plane, and now this, life 
has been really unkind to you, my friend.’ Her eyes were filled with sadness and she gently touched 
his hand. 

Alisha was affected and Chad was touched to the core by the sorrow which was clearly visible 
on her face, the tears fighting to come out of her big eyes, her face so very pale. 
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Chad decided to shift the focus onto Alisha. ‘I thought you told me there was nothing left for 
you in the UK, what made you come back?’ he asked. 

Alisha started to explain and Chad listened attentively. After over two hours of talking, Chad 
paid for their drinks and lunches and they walked out onto high street, his arm up for a cab to take 
Alisha back to her hotel. She slid on the back seat, and as the cabbie was driving off, she popped 
her head out of the window and said, ‘I'll call you.’ 

They waved to each other and the black cab disappeared. ~ 


Chapter 33 


about the future. One Friday, after sharing a pleasant afternoon together, he began to get 


| lisha and Chad met several times at the café over the next few weeks and exchanged ideas 
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the impression how lonely and loyal Alisha appeared to be. She reminded him in fact of 
. ...../a and how pleasing she was when they had first met. As they were both people who had 
suffered at the hands of life, he wondered if they were almost equally lonely and needed someone to 
cuddle up to. He had also been wondering all afternoon what was on her mind. He hoped as he 
spent more time with her, maybe he would get to know her better. 

Reluctantly he looked at his watch and then up at Alisha. His regret was instantly mirrored in 
her face. 

‘I'm afraid, beautiful lady; I have to get back to work.’ 

She nodded and said nothing, wondering how soon she would see him again. There meetings 
were always like a burst of sunshine for her. They walked slowly to the taxi-stand and when they’d 
reached it, he put her in a cab and gave the driver the address of her hotel. 

Chad could see in Alisha’s eyes that she was interested in him and her wave as she drove away 
in the taxi plus her smile was promising. 

Although his time with Amanda had come to an end, there was still some emotional turmoil to 
shake off. As he walked slowly to his garage, he found himself thinking less and less of Amanda 
and more and more of Alisha. He remembered the look on Amanda’s face when she’d found out 
that he knew the truth about Matthew. He was sorry for his wife, and yet at the same time angry. 
Why did she cheat on him and then keep quiet for so long about Matthew not being his child? That 
was one deceit too many for him. 


38 38 2k 


In her hotel room in London, Alisha was stretched out on a king-size bed in cream satin 
negligée and suddenly felt very lonely. A woman is not meant to be alone, she thought. She picked 
up the telephone and wanted to call Chad, but then she replaced the handset back on its cradle and 
lay there with a book but her thoughts kept flying back to Chad, to the shape of his face, the look in 
his eyes and his broad shoulders. She forced her mind back to the book. 

Although she knew that Chad was divorcing his wife, it still didn’t mean that he was willing to 
have an affair with her. Once again her thoughts lingered on Chad and his situation with the law. 
From what she knew, Detective CJ Fairfield was not going to stop until he had Chad behind bars. 
How could she help prevent that from happening? Alisha sat up in bed and forcibly shut her eyes, 
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and began to think about what she could do for Chad. 

Suddenly the phone rang. 

"Yes. 

‘It’s me,’ the voice said. 

Alisha immediately recognised Chad’s voice and her heart began to pound. ‘Hello me!’ She 
replied. 

‘What are you doing?’ Chad asked. 

‘Lying down and thinking.’ 

“What about?’ 

‘About you.’ 

‘That’s nice,’ Chad said. 

‘And what are you doing?’ Alisha asked. 

‘Lying down and thinking.’ 

“What about?’ 

‘About you!’ 

‘That’s nice,’ Alisha said. 

They both chuckled. 

‘Tm leaving for Venezuela in a couple of days. I just wondered if we could meet and say 
goodbye, before I catch the last plane.’ What Alisha really wanted to say was please give me a 
reason not to leave. 

“You’re leaving so soon?’ a frown crossed Chad’s face as he wondered. 

‘Don’t you want me to?’ she asked with an abashed tone of apology. 

‘No.’ Chad answered softly. 

‘Chad, I... I don’t really want to.’ 

They both knew something had started between them. There was a long silence. Suddenly she 
heard the doorbell of the suite in the distance. 

‘Hold on a moment Chad, there is someone at the door. Let me get rid of them.’ 

She jumped out of the bed, slipped on a nightgown and opened the door to the suite. She was 
shocked to see Chad masquerading as a waiter from room service, holding an ice bucket containing 
a bottle of champagne under his left arm and two glasses in his right hand. 

‘T didn’t order anything, sir,’ Alisha protested, with a huge smile on her face. 

‘Oh, this is compliments of the house,’ Chad said, with an equally huge smile on his face. 

They stared at each other for a moment. Then after a slight hesitation she opened the door 
wider to let Chad in. She immediately walked back to the phone, put the handset on its cradle and 
smoothed down her hair. It was hanging down her back and she looked much younger than she did 
when she wore it in a bun. 

‘Thank you for letting me in. I know it's a little crazy, but I had to come. Is it true you were 
thinking of me when I rang?’ 

She nodded timidly. 

‘Would you like to share this champagne with me?’ 

Alisha nodded and smiled at him and then walked slowly across the room. She looked out into 
the street with a distracted expression and then came and sat next to Chad. 

Chad offered Alisha a glass of the finest champagne he had found. As soon as they had both 
taken a sip, Chad lowered his mouth gently onto hers. For an instant he felt her stiffen. He took her 
glass away from her hand and put it next to his. His arms circled her so quickly and so firmly that 
she could not pull away, and moments later she relaxed and clung to him as though he was the last 
man left on earth, and her entire body began to throb with a passion she had never known before. 
And then, breathlessly, she pulled herself from him, stood up, and shook her head, turning away. 

“What’s the matter?’ Chad asked. 

Alisha turned to face Chad with a look of fire in her eyes. ‘Don't do this, please, if it's not for 
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keeps.’ 

Chad immediately stood up and moved closer to Alisha. ‘I want you, Alisha.’ 

She wrapped her hands around him, her mouth hungrily reaching for his. They held and kissed 
each other fervently and then, without thinking, he slipped off the dressing gown from her shoulders 
and knelt to kiss her body as she stood before him. As he held her and caressed her, Alisha knew 
that she was giving herself to him with all of her heart. They kissed and kissed, touching, holding 
and running their hands over each other’s skin. She felt her legs tremble below her and then 
suddenly he swept her into his arms, the dressing gown and negligée left behind them on the carpet. 
Slowly he carried her into the bedroom and deposited her on the bed. They began to touch each 
other hungrily again with their mouth and their hands. Their body pressing against each other, their 
arms and legs intertwined, they kissed and enjoyed each other until the final moment of their 
pleasure. # 


Chapter 34 


went to fetch him. Chad’s paternity test had confirmed he was not the father. In agreement 

with Amanda he had decided that he wouldn't tell Matthew. He would continue to love him 
_. -. .- was his own. However, the week before, he had told Amanda that he could not stay married 
to her any longer. Having agreed to a divorce they had made an application for a decree nisi. 

Alisha had delayed her trip to Venezuela and continued to see Chad on a regular basis. The 
latter realising that sooner or later CJ Fairfield would come for him, he had decided to do something 
about it, to get him off his back. 

Unknown to Chad, down at the Kent Police station, Detective Inspector CJ Fairfield had been 
digging around and he was ready to make an arrest. During his lengthy investigations, he'd 
discovered that John Briggs, the man who had used his privileges as a press reporter for the Essex 
Evening Star to feed him with vital information, was in fact the half brother of Kevin Sawyer. The 
former had also confessed that he was the one who had put the note in Amanda’s kitchen as a way 
of disturbing her peace of mind to make her suffer like his half brother Kevin had. It was another 
important piece of information that had come to light and which had temporarily baffled CJ, but it 
had not taken him long to unravel the mystery. 

Karina revealed to him that, ‘The airline passenger list, ticked Sam Wittington as having 
boarded flight AF-1081 at Heathrow to Venezuela, but...’ 

CJ Fairfield interrupted. ‘Let’s hear the BUT.’ 

‘Well, when the plane had reached the airport at Caracas, there was no record of Sam having 
gone through customs.’ 

‘Interesting! Don’t tell me he suddenly became invisible?’ CJ remarked. 

“You could say that,’ Karina replied with a grin on her face. 

Karina’s findings had also revealed that there was no landing card completed by Sam; however 
there was one completed and signed by Chad Donaldson citing as his temporary place of residence 
the Cayena-Caracas hotel, Avenue Don Eugenio Mendoza, La Castellana, Caracas 1060, Venezuela. 
On further enquiries, the ticket clerk at Caracas Simon Bolivar Airport, after looking at a 
photograph showed to her by Karina, was able to identify Chad as being the person who bought a 
one-way ticket to the UK from her. 

“You know what I think,’ CJ told Karina. 

‘Tell me.’ 

‘In his attempt to fool us, I think Chad used Sam’s plane ticket to board flight AF-1081 for his 
outbound flight from London to Caracas, using a fake passport.’ 


B ack at Chad’s home, the next day Matthew was ready to leave hospital. Chad and Amanda 
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‘If this is the case,’ Karina questioned, ‘why didn’t he use the fake passport to go through 
customs at Caracas?’ she sounded puzzled. 

‘Elementary my dear Karina, firstly having got away once using the fake passport at London 
Heathrow, he didn't want to take another chance. Secondly, and perhaps most importantly, he 
needed his own genuine passport stamped so that he could use it for his inbound flight to return to 
the UK, problem free.’ 

Karina thought for a moment then rebutted. ‘If Chad’s intention was to fool us in making us 
believe that Sam was in Venezuela, by not using Sam’s doctored passport to clear customs he surely 
ruined his plan.’ 

‘He did indeed, but not intentionally. His original intention was most probably to use Sam’s 
doctored passport to clear customs at Caracas, but later he changed his mind. Don’t forget he spent 
fourteen hours on the plane. That gave him plenty of time to review his plan,’ CJ surmised. 
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With all the information CJ had gathered he believed he had finally got himself a water-tight 
case against Chad Donaldson and he couldn't wait to see him behind bars. When convicted, Chad 
was likely to get a life sentence for the murder of Lydia Cunningham and his association with the 
murder of Kevin Sawyer. Although after scraping dry blood on the underside of a frame off one of 
the hydraulic lifts at the garage of MD Motors Ltd, forensic scientists were able to provide CJ with 
DNA evidence that Sam Wittington’s body had been crushed by the lift, but without a body CJ 
knew it would be difficult to bring a successful conviction for that particular murder. However he 
was not worried too much about that, for he would still be able to put Chad away for a long time for 
the other crimes. 

CJ Fairfield, accompanied by Karina and two other police officers turned up at the residence of 
Chad Donaldson. When they knocked at the door, Amanda answered. She looked dreadful. Her hair 
was all over the place, her eyes were red and she could hardly stand on her own two feet. 

‘Yes,’ she said faintly, with the door half ajar. 

‘Is your husband here?’ CJ asked, sounding serious. 

‘No.’ 

Karina intervened. ‘Don’t lie to us Mrs. Donaldson. We know he's not at his place of work.’ 

‘And he's not here neither,’ Amanda replied with a touch of disdain in her voice. She opened 
the door wider and invited the officers to search the place. ‘Come and see for yourselves if you 
don't believe me and when you have finished ransacking the place, get the hell out of here and leave 
me alone!’ 

The two police officers searched everywhere but there was no Chad. CJ could see Chad’s 
Mercedes-Benz SL in the garage. 

‘Don't play with us Mrs. Donaldson. Where has he gone?’ 

‘Why don’t you try Heathrow airport?’ Amanda said and immediately collapsed on to the 
floor. 

‘Mum,’ Matthew, who was standing on the landing listening, rushed to attend to his mother. 

CJ told one of the police officers to attend to Amanda and the rest of them made their way 
hurriedly to Heathrow airport. 


28 2K ok 
The Air France, Flight AF1081 was preparing to take off. On it was Chad Donaldson and 
Alisha. CJ and his officers were fifteen minutes away from the airport. They had been frantically 


ringing the airport security to apprehend Chad, but it was too late. The plane was already in the air. 
When CJ and his men arrived at the airport he tried to get the authorities to turn the plane back, but 
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he was met with stiff opposition. CJ was not ready to give up. He rang the airport security at 
Caracas Simon Bolivar Airport and talked to the chief security officer, asking him to apprehend 
Chad Donaldson. The Chief refused on the grounds that he needed the instruction to come from 
someone higher than CJ. 

CJ was at his wits end. ‘Look, in the meantime arrest that man as soon as the plane lands; he's 
a dangerous criminal!’ he shouted. 

“What do you want me to do when I have arrested him?’ 

‘Hold him, you idiot!’ 

‘Who are you calling an idiot!’ the chief security officer who was on the other end of the 
phone shouted back and slammed the phone down. 

CJ rang again but no one picked up the phone. A tired, angry CJ Fairfield hit his forehead with 
the palm of his hand knowing that he had lost Chad Donaldson. 

Clenching his fist, ‘I had him!’ CJ yelled, ‘and the bastard got away!’ CJ knew there was no 
extradition treaty between Venezuela and England, so there was no way he could extradite Chad 
back to the UK for a trial. 

Chad Donaldson had escaped prosecution for his crimes, at least for the foreseeable future. 
Alisha would claim what Chad did were crimes of passion and he shouldn't be punished for them. 
Were they really crimes of passion? 
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Amanda Donaldson spent the remainder of her life regretting her night of passion with Kevin 
Sawyer during her weekend break in London. Each time she looked at her son Matthew, tears 
flooded her eyes until they slowly spilt down her cheeks. 

‘Why do you cry so much, mummy?’ Matthew would ask whenever he would see his mother 
in a distressed state. 

Amanda had no answer for her son, except to hug him. She continued to look at the world 
through the bottom of a bottle of red wine, until she had to be taken for detox and then placed in a 
lunatic asylum. Dora and Richard Price took on the responsibility of raising Matthew. 

In his dreams, Matthew kept asking, Mum, Dad, where are you both? What did I ever do to 
either of you? 


129 


ACKNOWLEDGEMENTS 


It took me quite a while to write this book but it was made easier with the love and support of so 
many people who gave so much of their valuable time to reading the manuscript, making valuable 
comments, suggestions and corrections. 

Quite a few people have been involved in this novel and I'd like to thank them here. 

To start with, I would like to thank my wife, Georgina, for supporting me all the way, reading 
the first drafts of this book and giving me her precious feedback and comments. Also for providing 
me with the name of one of the characters because she didn’t like the one I had chosen. To my son, 
Maurice and daughter Patricia—thank you for being there every step of the way and for your 
editorial support. 

Thank you to my number one fan, Vicky Duval, who helped me refine the plot and my old 
friend Prega Valaydon, who challenged me on the fate of one of the characters, and insisted that I 
change the name of a character in the book otherwise he would be very upset. To Tanya Sledgers 
Paul for her balanced feedback. Their wise words and comments made every page of this book even 
better and I am so grateful to have them in my life. 

A special thank you to Dr. Devadassen Chellen for his help in checking the accuracy of the 
medical contents of the book and to Marin at FreeDigitalPhotos.net for allowing me to use the 
image on the front cover of the book. 

Thanks to everyone else who, directly or indirectly helped make this book a reality. 


I appreciate you all. 


Sydney S. Chellen 


GPSbooksUK 


\ er 


= 


-! *o 
' 


144 


~~ THE 
WRECKAGE 
by 
Sydney S Chellen 


Enrico Swanson was a hard working man. Weary of the bleakness of his future, in his 
homeland where the rich got richer and the poor got poorer, he gathered his 
belongings and boarded a ship to a land of plenty. After he married Henrietta, his 
small wage working as a Civil Engineer was just about enough to pay his mortgage. 
He held two jobs working very long hours to provide for his small family. Enrico and 
Henrietta kept themselves to themselves. It was Ist September 2011 and they were 
excited because their daughter Petra, a 25-year-old university graduate from London, 
was returning home after four years of absence. They had cooked the best dinner they 
could afford to welcome her. What happened a week after her return launched a 
series of events that would trouble and haunt the Swanson family for years! 


ISBN 978-1-78280-676-9 


Youcan get your copy today at Amazon.co.uk 
Also available in eBook format for your Kindle 
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A series of four books on SEX, LIES, and MURDER 


“A great read that “This is a good piece of narrative. The 


22 keeps you on the plot is simple and there are few 
_. edge of your seat characters, which makes for easy reading 
4 wanting to know and understanding. The writing style is 
»~~  more!! brisk. Definitely, Sydney S Chellen is a 
sail good storyteller and his novel is very 


enjoyable. Hopefully the story could 


become the basis for a film script.” 
Prega Valaydon, Mauritius. 


‘S| Sex! Lies‘artid Murdér 


BOOK 1: The folly of Laura is a prequel to a touch of Desire 


Laura is married to a successful surgeon and has just moved into a new 
house in Islington with her 7 year old son. One morning when she is home alone, a 
stranger comes in and rapes her. Fearing that her husband will blame her for allowing 


it to happen, she decides not to report the crime to the police. 
Days later the stranger returns and bizarrely Laura starts an affair with him but soon after, decides to break off 


the illicit relationship. 
Coincidentally someone kidnaps her son. After discovering the identity of the 


abductor, she decides to meet with him. Can Laura rescue her son and save her 
marriage? 


ISBN 978-1-78280-45 1-2 


bt “A great sequel “After reading the first book, I 

Be YDNEY § to the first book — Sex, was happy to learn there was 
lies and murder — the more, and I wasn’t 

Pe folly of Laura. disappointed! As good if not 

i If you were gripped by _ better than the first and I hope 

Ff the first novel, you to read more stories with the 
MUST read on...” enterprising CJ Fairfield in the 
Amazon customer. futur e ! ” 


Amazon Customer. 
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Sex, Lies and Murder 


BOOK 2: A touch of Desire 1s a Sequel to the novel the folly of Laura 


Laura’s best friend, Desiré, is a retired model who is married to antique art dealer, Peter Emery. Bored with her 
dull and lonely life, she periodically frequents a brothel for distraction until one day a man comes to clean her 
swimming pool. She starts an affair with him and very quickly falls for him hook, line and sinker. 

Who is this man? Is he the man who will bring Desiré the happiness she craves, or is he a devil in disguise with 
nothing but vengeance on his mind? 


978-1-78280-452-9 
Youcan get your copy today at Amazon.co.uk 
Also available in eBook format for your Kindle 
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BOOK 3: 

Revenge of the Beast is the third book in the series SEX, 
LIES & MURDER. It is a sequel to book one: The Folly 
of Laura and book two, A touch of Desire. 
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Antonio Bellucci is presumed dead when he was shot 
twice and ran into the sea in Herne Bay, Kent, England. 
Is he the road to happiness for Desiré or the worst 
nightmare for the Wilsons? 


” Sex, Lies and Murder ISBN 978-1-78280-676-9 


"A successful one! So interesting that I felt sorry when I reached the last page and I start looking 
forward for the 4th book. The thirst for the next book is well created by (a) the mystery around the 
ghost and the first session of exorcism which needs to be renewed; (b) the development in 
Medicines; (c) the body that disappeared." Vicky Duval, Mauritian reader. 


Warm up those cold winter nights with these books. Be 
part of this exclusive group of readers! 


BOOK 4: 

Death at the Geldens Hotel is the fourth book is the series 
SEX, LIES & MURDER. Michaela Wilson had it all—a 
successful career, a brand new house, and a loving husband. 
Whilst on honeymoon on the island of Mauri Tsui, she is 
tragically strangled in her hotel room. This senseless act of 
brutality robbed this beautiful English rose of a wonderful 
and vibrant life. 
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Nara 


On the hunt is Detective Inspector CJ Fairfield. Will he risk 
his life to find the killer or killers or will it just be another 
open and shut case? 


Sex. Lies and Murder 


A"Great, great, great. Amazing ISBN 978-1-78280-758-2 
ending." Vicky Duval, 
Mauritian reader 


Youcan get your copy today at Amazon.co.uk 
Also available in eBook format for your Kindle 
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“A very interesting book! 
Sydney S Chellen is a great 
writer with fascinating 
imagination! First time I 


“T read the book. Very 

nice one. Lovely story, 
very creative and spicy. 
The last sentence 


a3 find myself clinging so touched my soul.” 
“O much to reading a book. Vanisha Soodoo, 
Hd Interrupting the reading was__ Public Relations 
a done only when there was Officer. 
j = a. reat need to do so. Interest 
~ ae s 
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. A c Kevin is maintained all through 
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kept turning the pages for BO veL ss Gia nice 
story.” 


further reading.” Vicky 
Duval, Mauritian reader. 


Tanya Slegers Paul 


ISBN 978-1-78280-95 1-7 
Along Came Kevin is a crime thriller that a mainstream publisher in his native country did not want 


you to read because ‘the plot may be a bit too dynamic for the Mauritian society and 


context.’ 
It is a story of deception and murder concerning a brilliant car mechanic, Chad Donaldson, who is 
married to Amanda Price, a stunning, sexy and brilliant dance teacher from Essex who is fifteen 
years his junior. After seven years of what he thought was a happy marriage, his life turns upside 
down when he learns her hidden secret. How will he handle his discovery? Will Amanda's and 
Chad’s life ever be the same again? 


A Step Too 
Far is a 
thrilling story 
of love, hate 
and murder. 


A Step Too Far is a great book, a 
perfect blend of love story 
(romance) and suspense. Somehow, 
it feels that at the beginning the 
author was driving slowly on the 
roundabout and preoccupied by 
which road to take to reach his 
destination. However, the language 
becomes more fluid as he leaves the 


roundabout. 
Mrs. Vicky Duval, reader from Mauritius. 
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A thing story of love, hate and murder 


Pretti Evans meets and falls in love with billionaire Richard Brent. Her ex-boyfriend can’t accept that his four-year-long 
relationship with her has come to an end. After failing to regain her affection, he vows that if he cannot have her, no one 
else will. When Pretti ignores his threat and marries Richard, she sends him into a fit of fury. How far is he going to go 
to put asunder what God has joined? Moreover, is he going to succeed in achieving his goal? 


ISBN 978-1-78808-454-3 


Youcan get your copy today at Amazon.co.uk 
Also available in eBook format for your Kindle 
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The cheater cheated is “°°” 


. . interesting 
romantic thriller that read. A perfect 
: F . blend of love 
will excite and bring ad cane 
Vicky, Reader from 
tears to your eyes. Mauritus 


Mrs Diana.C., Reviewer from Ashford. Kent. UK. 


It is about a beauty therapist called Samantha who whilst on holiday in Venice with her parents, falls in love with Ed, 
an English gigolo. They elope to get married but the romance does not last long and after divorcing each other, they go 
their separate ways. Ed goes to fight in Iraq whilst Samantha meets and marries Clive, a plastic surgeon who is more 
than twice her age and she gives birth to a daughter. Five years later Ed comes back home to attend the funeral of his 
father. By chance, Samantha and Ed meet again. Though Samantha rebuffs Ed’s advances, determined to win her back 
he pesters her. Days later, Ed is shot dead in his bed-sit. Who has done it? Detective Inspector CJ Fairfield investigates. 


ISBN 788-1-78808-452-9 
You can get your copy today at Amazon.co.uk 
Also available in eBook format for your Kindle 


Chellen’s novel, This latest novel, Bride In Waiting, 
Bride In Waiting, isa by Sydney S Chellen is a tale of 
compelling read. It’s lve, adultery and treachery and the 
passions and tensions they arouse in 
an Asian family. The ending may 
surprise some readers. Set on the 
island of Mauritius the story will 
adapt well in a typical Bollywood 
movie, with singing, dancing and 


eat it? sobbing! PreVal, a reviewer. 
Ms P.C., Reader from Ashford. 
Kent. UK. 
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a modernised version 
of ‘Torn between 
two lovers’. Should 
we be allowed to 
have our cake and 


Bride in Waiting 

This is a thrilling story of love and tribulations. 

Dr Rama Kaminski has been married to Maya for ten years. They have a beautiful daughter, a detached house in the city 
and two cars. They seem perfectly happy — except Rama is secretly having an affair with his assistant, Dr Gud. The 
latter desperate to have Rama for herself, threatens to end the affair unless Rama divorces his wife and marries her 
instead. Rama has to choose between his family and his lover. 


ISBN 978-1-78972-052-5 
Youcan get your copy today at Amazon.co.uk 
Also available in eBook format for your Kindle 
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identity, gripping 
oo psychological 
an ‘ 
murder, thriller and a 
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§ <I enjoyable Mr. S. King, a reviewer. 
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i aaa from start to finish. 
z ate : Full of twists...you 
4 resides won't want to put 


~at 
a, 


it down. 
Mrs T.C, reader from Kent. UK. 


“What would you do if your identity 
was stolen by someone who looked 
just like you? A rollercoaster ride of 
deceit that will keep you on the edge 


of your seat until the end.” 
Macdadd. A reader from Kent. 
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‘i Achrilling story: of mistaken identiny,revenge ahd mitrden 


Life is about to change for Bono Spencer, an art dealer who is married to a beautiful Russian 
nightclub singer. Returning home from his latest business venture, Bono finds himself embroiled in 
s case of mistaken identity. Once his life was simple and uncomplicated, now Bono has to fight to 
get back his home, his wife and his life. Will he find the help he needs to fight back? 


ISBN 978-1-78972-053-2 


Youcan get your copy today at Amazon.co.uk 
Also available in eBook format for your Kindle 
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THE 


INVISIBLE 
ENEMY 


by 
Sydney S Chellen 


A] AWWANG WTAISTANT FHL 


As the COVID-19 pandemic rages throughout the world, a terrorist and a mad scientist set out to make the most of the 
situation by kidnapping some world leaders and holding them to ransom. The situation was becoming desperate until a 
British Secret Agent jumped into the game to eradicate the villains, but the latter were prepared to retaliate. How far 
would they go? Learn more by going through this new novel by Sydney S. Chellen, a master of intrigue. REVIEW by Prega 


Valaydon, 14 May, 2021 
THE 


DARING 
MISSION 


by 
Sydney S Chellen 


A team of doctors tries to save the life of a Prime Minster who has collapsed and has been rushed to hospital 
where he is diagnosed as having caught COVID19. In an attempt to rid his body of the deadly virus, a 
capsule and its crew is miniaturised and pushed down his windpipe. Is the crew taking too much of a risk as 
they run against the clock?... 


REVIEW: The voyage inside the human body is written in plain English making it quite educational as well as 
entertaining. Mrs. Carr, a reader from South Wales. 


Youcan get your copy today at Amazon.co.uk 
Also available in eBook format for your Kindle 
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Donna Rees, a beautiful thirty-five—year-old blonde-haired millionairess has for the last three years been 
living a peaceful life with her handsome toy-boy, Jeff Larson—ten years her junior. One evening she 
receives an international call claiming Jeff is a dead man walking. He has traded his soul in settlement of a 
gambling debt. The only way Donna can save Jeff is for her to settle his debt in ten equal instalments over a 
period of ten weeks. She is given a limited period to decide whether to pay the money. She naively signs a 
dodgy contract. Caught up in a financial fraud, she finds herself stranded in a foreign country. Soon she 
discovers a plot to murder her. Can she act quickly and save her life? 


Reviews 


Set in the UK and Nigeria, this new novel starts with a financial fraud, followed by impersonations, 
treachery and murder. In his usual style, the writer blends mystery and suspense. The pace is fast keeping 
the reader on the edge. Prega Valaydon, 2021. 


Wonderful Romance. Full of suspense. Read at one go easily with scenes that are lively. The reader’s 
turmoil accumulating is dissolved by the happy ending. Regular Reader, VDC, Mtius, 2022. 


My friend recommended this novel. It is a 5-star for sure. Once I started reading I couldn’t stop! Many 
twists and turns. Amazon Reviewer. 


I’ve been looking for a romantic thriller novel to read and found my fix! Based ona 
millionairess who got caught on a financial scam and quickly found her life was at risk. I loved the narrative 


from start to finish, the plot, everything! - Goodreads Reviewer. 


Once I started to read I found it very hard to stop. Very easy to get lost in it’s various twists and turns with 
every turn of a page speculation and curiosity grew. Donna’s naivety and stupidity led her into dangerous 
territories. One that every woman who doesn’t want to get scammed should make a point of reading. Reader 
from London. 


Youcan get your copy today at Amazon.co.uk 
Also available in eBook format for your Kindle 


SYDNEY S CHELLEN 


Online 


Visit his website and read sample chapters of his books free, send and receive personal messages, and leave 
comments at www.sydneyschellenbooks.com 


A Step Too F 


ar 
Abit yf ie, ata rc 


Why not find out more about Sydney’s double lives, in Mauritius and Kent, his family and 
beloved cats and how he spends his time when he is not writing stories. Also, learn more 
about new releases and pre-publication sample chapters. 
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Other books 


by Sydney S Chellen 


The essential guide to the internet for health professionals. Routledge isan 0-415-22747-x 


The essential guide to the internet for health professionals - Student edition. 
Routledge ISBN 0-415-30557-8 (pb); ISBN 0-415-30556-X (hb). 


The patient with a Mental Disorder. Cassell. issn 0.06-318295-s 


Information Technology for the Caring Professions. Harper 


and ROW. Issn 0-304-33162-7 (hb); 0-304-33164-3 (pb) 
Word for Windows. Cassell. ISBN 0-304-33242-9 


Excel for Windows. Cassell. issn 0-304-33241-0 


A passage to Europe. GPSbooksUK. 
Memories of Yesteryears. GPSbooksUK. 
Untold Story - An Autobiography. GPSbooksUK. 


An Untold Story Retold- The Autobiography. GPSbooksUK. 
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University and started to write educational books. His book: The Essential Guide to 
the Internet for Health Professionals became a best seller in UK and the USA. The 
second edition of the book is available in paperback, hardback and e-book format. 
In 1966, he co-wrote a fictional novel, Wreckage but forty-seven years later, he re- 
wrote it and re-titled it theWreckage—based partly on a true-life story. Thirteen 
more novels ensued—four of which form part of a series called Sex, Lies, and 
Murder. 
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his wife who now live in the county of Kent, UK and they have two Birman 
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Along came KEVIN 


SYDNEY S CHELLEN 


A thrilling story of deception & murder 


Chad Donaldson is a brilliant car mechanic. 
married to Amanda Price a stunning, sexy and brilliant 
dance teacher from Essex who is fifteen years his junior. 
His life turns upside down when he learns her hidden 
secret. How would he handle his discovery? Will 
Amanda and Chad's life ever be the same again? 
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